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PREFACE. 

IT  will  be  to  little  purpofe,  the  Author  prefumes,  to 
ofFer  any  reafons,  why  the  follov\ ing  poems  appear 
in  public ;  for  it  is  ten  to  one  whether  he  gives  the 
true ;  and  if  he  does,  it  is  much  greater  odds,  whether 
the  gentle  reader  is  fo  courteous  as  to  believe  him.  He 
could  tell  the  world,  according  to  the  laudable  cuftoia' 
of  Prefaces,  that  it  was  through  the  irrefiilible  impor- 
tunity of  friends,  or  fome  other  excufe  of  ancient  re- 
nown, that  he  ventured  them  to  th.e  prefs ;  but  he 
thought  it  much  better  to  leave  every  man  to  guefs  for 
himfelf,  and  then  he  would  be  fure  to  fatisfy  himfelf : 
for,  let  what  will  be  pretended,  people  are  grov/n  fa 
\-ery  apt  to  fancy  the}'  are  always  in  the  right,  that, 
unlefs  it  hit  their  humour,  it  is  immediately  condemn- 
ed for  a  Iham  and  hypocrify. 

In  Ihort,  that  which  wants  an  excufe  for  being  in 
print,  ought  not  to  have  been  printed  at  all ;  but  whe- 
ther the  enfuing  poems  deferve  to  ftand  in  that  clafs,  the 
world  muil  have  leave  to  determine..  What  faults  the 
true  judgment  of  the  Gentleman  may  find  out,  it  is  to 
be  hoped  his  candour  and  good-humour  will  eafily 
pardon  ;  but  thofe  which  the  peeviflinefs  and  ill-nature 
of  the  Critic  may  difcover,  mull  exped  to  be  unmer- 
cifully ufed  :  Though,  methinks,  it  is  a  very  prcpoftc- 
rous  pleafure,  to  fcratch  other  pcrfons  rill  the  blood 
comes,  and  then  laugh  at  and  ridicule  them, 
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Some  perfons,  perhaps,  may  wonder,  how  Things  of 
this  Nature  dare  come  into  the  world  without  the  pro- 
tcftion  of  fome  great  name,  as  they  call  it,  and  a  ful- 
fome  Epiille  Dedicatory  to  his  Grace,  or  Right  Honour- 
able :  for,  if  a  Poem  llruts  out  under  my  Lord's  Patro- 
nage, the  Author  imagines  it  is  no  lefs  than  fcandalum 
magnatum  to  diflike  it ;  efpecially  if  he  thinks  fit  to 
tell  the  world,  that  this  fame  Lord  is  a  perfon  of 
v/cnderful  Wit  and  Underflanding,  a  notable  judge  of 
Poetry,  and  a  very  confiderable  Poet  himfelf.  But  if 
a  Poem,  have  no  intrinfic  excellencies,  and  real  beauties, 
the  greatell  name  in  the  world  will  never  induce  a  man 
of  fenfe  to  approve  it;  and  if  it  has  them,  Tom  Pi- 
per's is  as  good  as  ray  Lord  Duke's ;  the  only  diiference 
is,  Tom  claps  half  an  ounce  of  fnuff  into  the  Poet's 
hand,  and  his  Grace  twenty  guineas :  for,  indeed  there 
lies  the  ftrength  of  a  great  name,  and  the  greatefi  pro- 
teftion  an  Author  can  receive  from^  it. 

To  pleafe  every  one,  would  be  a  new  thing ;  and  to 
write  fo  as  to  pleafe  nobody,  v.'ould  be  as  new  :  for 
even  Quarles  and  Withers  have  their  admirers.  The 
A^uthor  is  not  fo  fond  of  fame,  to  defire  it  from  the  in- 
judicious Many ;  nor  of  fo  mortified  a  temper,  not  to 
wifli  it  from  the  difcerning  Few.  It  is  not  the  multi- 
tude of  applaufes,  but  the  good  fenfe  of  the  applauders, 
which  eflablifnes  a  valuable  reputation  \  and  if  a  Rym.er 
or  a  Congrv;ve  fay  it  is  \:€i\y  he  will  not  be  at  all  folici- 
tous  how  great  the  majority  may  be  to  the  contrary. 

London^   1699. 
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IF  Keaven  the  grateful  lil^erty  would  give. 
That  I  might  chufe  my  method  how  to  live; 
And  all  thofe  hours  propitious  Fate  (hould  lend^ 
In  blifsful  eafe  and  fatisfaction  fpend  ; 

Near  fome  fair  town  I  'd  have  a  private  feat. 
Built  uniform,  not  little,  nor  too  great  : 
Better,  if  on  a  rifing  ground  it  flood  : 
On  this  fide  fields,  on  that  a  neighbouring  wood. 
It  fnould  within  no  other  things  contain. 
But  what  are  ufeful,  neceffary,  plain  : 
Methinks  'tis  naufeous ;  and  I  '"d  ne'er  endure 
The  needlefs  pomp  of  gaudy  furniture. 
A  little  garden,  grateful  to  the  eye  ; 
And  a  cool  rivulet  run  murm.uring  b}'  : 
On  whofe  delicious  banks  a  ftately  row 
Of  fliady  limes,  or  fycamores,  fliould  grow. 
At  th'  end  of  which  a  filent  ftudy  plac'd. 
Should  be  with  all  the  noblell  authors  grac'd  : 
Horace  and  Virgil,  in  v.hofe  migluy  lines 
Immortal  wit,  and  folid  learning,  ihines ; 
Sharp  Juvenal,  and  amorous  Ovid  too. 
Who  all  the  turns  of  love's  foft  palliori  knew  i 
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He  that  with  judgment  reads  his  charming  line?. 
In  which  flrong  art  with  ftronger  nature  joins, 
Muft  grant  his  fancy  does  the  beil  excel ; 
His  thoughts  To  tender,  and  exprefs'd  fo  well : 
With  all  thofe  moderns,  men  of  Heady  feiife, 
Efteem'd  for  learning,  and  for  eloquence. 
In  fome  of  thefe,  as  fancy  Ihould  advife, 
I  'd  always  take  my  morning  exercife  : 
For  fure  no  minutes  bring  us  more  content. 
Than  thofe  in  pleafmg,  ufeful  ftudies  fpent. 

I  '"d  have  a  clear  and  competent  eflate. 
That  I  might  live  genteely,  but  not  great : 
As  much  as  I  could  moderately  fpend ; 
A  little  more,  fometimes  t'  oblio-e  a  friend, 
Kor  fhould  the  fons  of  povert}-  repine 
Too  much  at  fortune,  they  fhould  tafte  of  mine ; 
And  all  that  objeds  of  true  pity  were. 
Should  be  relieved  with  what  my  wants  could  fpare: 
For  that  our  Maker  has  too  largely  given. 
Should  be  return'd  in  gratitude  to  Heaven. 
A  frugal  plenty  fnould  my  table  fpread ; 
With  healthy,  not  luxurious,  difhes  fpread  : 
Enough  to  fatisfy,  and  fomething  more. 
To  fetd  the  ftranger,  and  the  neighbouring  poor. 
Strong  meat  indulges  vice,  and  pampering  food 
Creates  difeafes,  and  inflames  the  blocd. 
But  what  's  fufficient  to  make  nature  ftrong. 
And  the  brigi-;t  lamp  of  life  continue  long, 
I  'd  freely  take ;  and,  as  I  did  poilefs. 
The  bounteous  Author  of  my  plenty  blefs. 

I  'd 


THE    CHOICE. 

I  'd  have  a  little  vault,  but  always  ftor'd 
\^'ith  the  beft  wines  each  vintage  could  afford. 
Wine  whets  the  wit,  improves  its  native  force. 
And  gives  a  pleafant  flavour  to  difcourfe ; 
By  making  all  our  fpirits  debonair. 
Throws  off  the  lees,  the  fediment  of  care. 
But  as  the  greateft  bleffmg  Heav^en  lends 
May  be  debauch'd,  and  ferve  ignoble  ends ; 
So,  but  too  oft,  the  grape's  refrefhing  juice 
Does  many  mifchievous  effeds  produce. 
My  houfe  (hould  no  fuch  rude  diforders  know. 
As  from  high  drinking  confequently  flow  ; 
Nor  v/ould  I  ufe  what  was  (o  kindly  given. 
To  the  djfhonour  of  indulgent  Heaven. 
If  any  neighbour  came,  he  (hould  be  free, 
Us'd  with  refped,  and  not  uneafy  be. 
In  my  retreat,  or  to  himfelf  or  me. 
What  freedom,  prudence,  and  right  reafon  gave. 
All  men  may,  with  impunity,  receive : 
But  the  leall:  fwerving  from  their  rule  's  too  much  5 
For  what  's  forbidden  us,  'tis  death  to  touch. 

That  life  may  be  more  comfortable  yet. 
And  all  my  joys  refm'd,  fincere,  and  great ; 
I  'd  choofe  two  friends,  whofe  company  would  be 
A  great  advance  to  my  felicity  : 
Well-born,  of  humours  fuited  to  my  own, 
Difcrect,  and  men  as  well  as  books  have  known: 
Brave,  generous,  witty,  and  exactly  free 
From  loofe  behaviour,  or  formality  j 
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Airy  and  prudent ;  merry,  but  not  light ; 
Quick  in  difcerning,  and  in  judging  right : 
Secret  they  fhould  be,  faithful  to  their  truft  ; 
In  reafoning  cool,  ftrong,  temperate,  andjull; 
Obliging,  open,  without  huffing,  brave ; 
Brilk  in  gay  talking,  and  in  fober,  grave : 
Clofe  in  difpute,  but  not  tenacious ;  try'd 
By  folid  reafon,  and  let  that  decide  : 
Not  prone  to  luft,  revenge,  or  envious  hate  ; 
Nor  bufy  medlers  with  intrigues  of  ftate  : 
Strangers  to  flander,  and  fworn  foes  to  fpite;. 
Not  quarrelfome,  but  ftout  enough  to  fight ; 
Loyal,  and  pious,  friends  to  Csfar ;  true 

As  dying  Martyrs,  to  their  Maker  too. 

In  their  fociety  I  could  not  mifs 

A  permanent,  fmcere,  fubftantial  blifs. 

Would  bounteous  Heaven  once  more  indulge,  I  *d 

(For  who  would  fo  much  fatisfaftion  lofe,         [choofe 

As  witty  nymphs,  in  converfation,  give) 

Near  fome  obliging  modeft  fair  to  live  : 

For  there  's  that  fv/eetnefs  in  a  female  mind. 

Which  in  a  man's  we  cannot  hope  to  find ; 

That,  by  a  fecret,  but  a  powerful  art. 

Winds  up  the  fpring  of  life,  and  does  impart 

Frefh  vital  heat  to  the  tranfported  heart. 
I  'd  have  her  reafon  all  her  paffion  fway : 

Eafy  in  company,  in  private  gay  : 

Coy  to  a  fop,  to  the  deferving  free; 

Still  conllant  to  herfelf,  and  juft  to  me* 

A  foul 
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THE     CHOICE. 

A  foul  fne  fhould  have  for  great  aftions  fit ; 
Prudence  and  wifdom  to  dire(ft  her  wit : 
Courage  to  look  bold  danger  in  the  face  ; 
No  fear,  but  only  to  be  proud,  or  bafe ; 
Quick  to  advife,  by  an  emergence  preft. 
To  give  good  counfel,  or  to  take  the  beft. 
I  'd  have  th'  exprefiicn  of  her  thoughts  be  fuch,. 
She  miglit  not  feem  referv'd,  nor  talk  too  much  : 
That  fheu-s  a  want  of  judgment,   and  of  fenfe ; 
More  than  enough  is  but  impertinence* 
Her  condud  regular,   her  mirth  refin'd  ; 
Civil  to  llrangers,  to  her  neighbours  kind; 
Averfe  to  vanit}%  revenge,  and  pride ; 
In  all  the  methods  of  deceit  untry'd  : 
So  faithfu'l  to  her  friend,  and  good  to  all^ 
No  cenfure  might  upon  her  actions  fall : 
Then  would  ev'n  envy  be  compell'd  to  fay. 
She  goes  the  leaft  of  womankind  ailray. 

To  this  fair  creature  I  'd  fometimes  retire  ; 
Her  converfation  would  new  joys  infpire ; 
Give  life  an  edge  fo  keen,  no  furly  care 
Would  veiiture  to  aflault  my  foul,  or  dare. 
Near  my  retreat,  to  hide  one  fecret  fnare. 
But  fo  divine,  fo  noble  a  repail 
I  'd  feldom,  and  with  moderation,  tade  : 
For  higheft  cordials  all  their  virtue  lofe. 
By  a  too  frequent  and  too  bold  a  ufe ; 
And  what  would  cheer  the  fpirits  in  diftrefs, 
Kuins  our  health,  when  talcen  to  excefs» 
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I  'd  be  concem'd  in  no  litigious  jar ; 
Belov'd  by  all,  not  vainly  popular. 
Whate'er  afliftance  I  had  power  to  bring, 
T'  oblige  my  country,  or  to  ferve  my  king. 
Whene'er  they  call,  I  'd  readily  afford 
My  tongue,  my  pen,  my  counfel,  or  my  fvvord, 
Law-fuits  I  'd  fhun,  with  as  much  ftudious  care. 
As  I  would  dens  where  hungry  lions  are ; 
^nd  rather  pnt  up  injuries,  than  be 
A  plague  to  him,  who  'd  be  a  plague  to  me. 
I  value  quiet  at  a  price  too  great. 
To  give  for  my  revenge  fo  dear  a  rate : 
For  what  do  we  by  all  our  buftle  gain. 
But  counterfeit  delight  for  real  pain  ? 

If  Heaven  a  date  of  many  years  would  give. 
Thus  I  'd  in  pleafure,  eafe,  and  plenty  live. 
And  as  I  near  approach'd  the  verge  of  life. 
Some  kind  relation  (for  I  'd  have  no  wife) 
Should  take  upon  him  all  my  worldly  care, 
VVhilft  I  did  for  a  better  ftate  prepare. 
Then -I  'd  not  be  with  any  trouble  vex'd. 
Nor  have  the  evening  of  my  days  perpiex'd;. 
Rut  by  a  lilent  and  a  peaceful  death. 
Without  a  figh,  refign  my  aged  breath. 
And  when  committed  to  the  dull,  I  'd  have 
Few  tears,  but  friendly,  dropt  into  my  grave. 
Then  would  my  exit  fo  propitious  be. 
All  men  would  wifh  to  live  and  die  like  me. 
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LOVE  TRIUMPHANT  OVER  REASON, 

A     VISION. 

TH  O'  gloomy  tlioughts  diilurb'd  my  anxious  bread 
All  the  long  night,  and  drove  away  my  reft  j 
Juft  as  the  dawning  day  began  to  rife, 
A  grateful  {lumber  clos'd  my  waking  eyes ; 
But  adive  fancy  to  ftrange  regions  flew. 
And  brought  furprizing  objeitts  to  my  view. 
Methought  I  walk'd  in  a  delightful  grove. 
The  foft  retreat  of  gods,  when  gods  make  love. 
Each  "beauteous  object  my  charm'd  foul  amaz'd. 
And  I  on  each  with  equal  wonder  gaz'd  ; 
Nor  knew  which  moft  delighted  :  all  was  £ne  ; 
The  noble  product  of  fome  Power  Divine, 
But  as  I  travers'd  the  obliging  fliade. 
Which  myrtle,  jeiTamine,  and  rofes,  made, 
I  faw  a  perfon  whofe  celeilial  face 
At  firft  declar'd  her  goddefs  of  the  place  : 
But  I  difcover'd,  when  approaching  near. 
An  afpedt  full  of  beauty,  but  fevere. 
Bold  and  majeftic  ;  every  awful  look 
Into  my  foul  a  fecret  horror  ftruck. 
Advancing  farther  on,  fnc  made  a  ftand, 
And  beckon'd  me;  I,  kneeling,  kifs'd  her  hand  : 
Then  thus  began — Bright  Deity  !  (for  fo 
You  are,  no  mortals  fuch  perfedions  know) 

I  m?.Y 
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I  may  intrude ;  but  how  I  was  convey'd 

To  this  ftrange  place,  or  by  what  powerful  ald^ 

I  *m  wholly  ignorant ;  nor  know  I  more. 

Or  where  I  am,  or  whom  I  do  adore. 

Inftruct  me  then,  that  I  no  longer  may 

In  darknefs  fe rve  tiie  goddefs  1  obey. 

Youth !  fhe  reply'd,  this  place  belongs  to  one. 
By  whom  you  '11  be,  and  thoufands  are  undone. 
Thefe  pleafant  walks,  and  all  thefe  fhady  bowers* 
Are  in  the  government  of  dangerous  powers. 
Love  's  the  capricious  mailer  of  this  coaft  ; 
This  fatal  labyrinth,  where  fools  are  loft. 
I  dwell  not  here  amidft  thefe  gaudy  things, 
Whofe  Ifiort  enjoyment  no  true  pleafure  brings  ; 
But  hav€  an  empire  of  a  nobler  kind  : 
My  regal  feat  's  in  the  celeftial  mind ; 
Where,  \vith  a  godlike  and  a  peaceful  hand, 
I  rule,  and  make  thofe  happy  I  command. 
For,  while  I  govern,  all  within  's  at  reft; 
No  ftormy  painon  revels  in  my  breaft : 
But  when  my  povvcr  is  defpicable  grown. 
And  rebel  appetites  ufurp  the  throne. 
The  foul  no  Longer  quiet  thoughts  enjoys ; 
But  all  is  tumult,  and  eternal  noife. 
Know,  youth  !  I  'ra  Reafon,  which  you  've  oft  defpis'd  ; 
I  am  that  Reafon,  which  you  never  priz'd  : 
And  though  my  argument  fuccefslefs.  prove, 
(For  Reafon  feems  impertinence  in  love) 
Yet  I  '11  not  fee  my  charge  (for  all  mankind 
Are  to  my  guardianftiip  by  Heaven  afiign'd) 

Into 
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Into  the  grafp  of  any  ruin  run. 

That  I  can  warn  them  of,  and  they  may  fnun. 

Fly,  youth,  thefe  guilty  Ihades ;  retreat  in  time. 

Ere  your  miftake  's  converted  to  a  crime  : 

For  ignorance  no  longer  can  atone. 

When  once  the  error  and  the  fault  is  known. 

You  thought  perhaps,  as  giddy  youth  inclines. 

Imprudently  to  value  all  that  fnines. 

In  thefe  retirements  freely  to  poiTefs 

True  joy,  and  ftrong  fubftantial  happinefs : 

But  h&re  gay  Folly  keeps  her  court,  and  here. 

In  crowds,  her  tributary  Fops  apoear; 

Who,  blindly  lavifh  of  their  golden  days, 

Confume  them  all  in  her  fallacious  ways. 

Pert  Love  with  her,  by  joint  commiffion,  rules 

In  this  capacious  realm  of  idle  fools ; 

Who,  by  falfe  hearts,  and  popular  deceits. 

The  carelefs,  fond,  imthinking  mortal  cheats, 

'Tis  eafy  to  defcend  into  the  fnare. 

By  the  pernicious  conduft  of  the  fair ; 

But  fafv^Iy  to  return  from  this  abode. 

Requires  the  wit,  the  prudence  of  a  god  : 

Though  you,  who  have  not  tailed  that  delight. 

Which  only  at  a  diilance  charms  your  fight. 

May,  with  a  little  toil,  retrieve  your  heart : 

Which  lofi  is  fubjecl:  to  eternal  fmarr. 

Bright  Delia's  beauty,  I  muft  needs  confefs. 

Is  truly  great ;  nor  would  I  make  it  Icfs  : 

That  were  to  wrong  her,  where  <he  merits  moft; 

But  dragons  guard  the  fruit,  and  recks  ths  coaft. 

And 
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And  who  would  run,  that  's  moderately  wife^ 

A  certain  danger,  for  a  doubtful  prize  r 

If  you  -mifcarr}^  }'ou  axe  loft  fo  far 

(For  there  's  no  erring  twice  in  love  and  war) 

You  '11  ne'er  recover,  but  muft  always  wear 

Thofe  chains  you  11  find  it  difficult  to  bear, 

Delia  has  charnis,  I  own ;  fuch  charms  would  move 

Old  age,  and  frozen  impotence  to  love  : 

But  do  not  venture^  where  fiich  danger  lies ;. 

Avoid  the  iight  of  thofe  victorious  eyes, 

Whofe  poifonous  rays  do  to  tlie  foal  iir.paEt 

Delicious  ruin,  and  a  pleafmg  fmart. 

You  draw,  iufenfibly,  deftrut'tion  near  ;. 

And  love  the  danger,  which  you  ought  to  fear. 

If  the  light  pains  you  labour  under  now, 

Deftroy  your  eafe,  and  make  your  fpirits  bow ;. 

You'll  find  them  much  more  grievous  to  be  borne^ 

When  heavier  made  by  an  imperious  fcom  : 

Kor  can  you  hope,  fhe  will  your  paflion  hear 

With  fofter  notions,  or  a  kinder  ear. 

Than  thofe  of  other  fv/ains ;  who  ahvays  found. 

She  rather  widen'd  than  clos'd  up  the  wound. 

But  grant,  Ihe  ihould  indulge  your  flame,  and  give 

Vv'hate'er  you  'd  alk,  nay,  all  you  can  receive  -, 

The  fliort-Jiv'd  pleafure  would  fo  quickly  cloy,, 

Ering  fuch  a  v»eak,  and  fuch  a  feeble  jo}". 

You  'd  have  but  fraall  encouragement  to  boall 

The  tinfel  rapture  worth  the  pains  it  coft. 

Confider,  Strephon,  foberly  of  things. 

What  ftrange  inquietudes  Love  al\s'ays  brings ! 

The 


LOVE  TRIUMPHANT  OVER  REASON.     15 

The  foolidi  fears,  vain  hopes,  and  jealoufies. 

Which  ftili  attend  upon  this  fond  difeafe  ; 

How  you  muft  cringe  and  bow,  fubmit  and  whine  | 

Call  every  feature,  every  look,  divine  : 

Command  each  fentence  with  an  humble  fmile  y 

Though  nonfenfe,  fwear  it  is  a  heavenly  ftyle  i 

Servilely  rail  at  all  ihe  difapproves; 

And  as  ignobly  flatter  all  fne  loves : 

Renounce  your  very  fenfe,  and  filent  fit. 

While  fhe  puts  off  impertinence  for  wit : 

Like  fetting-dog,  new  whipp'd  for  fpringing  game> 

You  muft  be  niade,  by  due  corredion,  tame. 

But  if  you  can  endure  the  naufcous  rule 

Of  woman,  do ;  love  on,  and  be  a  fooL 

You  know  the  danger,  your  ovvn  methods  ufe  • 

The  good  or  evil  's  in  your  power  to  choofe ;. 

But  v/ho  'd  expeft  a  fhort  and  dubious  blifs 

On  the  declining  of  a  precipice  ; 

Where  if  he  flips,  not  fate  itfelf  can  fave 

The  falling  wretch  from  an  untimely  grave  } 

Thou  great  direftrefs  of  our  minds,  faid  I^^ 
We  fafely  on  your  dictates  may  rely ; 
And  that  which  you  have  now  fo  kindly  preftg, 
Is  true,;  and,  without  contradiction,  beft  ; 
But  with  a  fteady  fentence  to  control 
The  heat  and  vigour  of  a  youthful  foul,. 
While  gay  temptations  hover  in  our  fight. 
And  daily  bring  new  objct^s  of  delight. 
Which  on  us  with  furprizing  beauty  fmile> 
Is  difficult -i  but  is  a  noble  toil. 

The 
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The  beft  may  flip,  and  the  moft  cautious  fall ; 
He  's  more  than  mortal  that  ne'er  err'd  at  all. 
And  though  fair  Delia  has  my  foul  poiTeft, 
I  '11  chace  her  bright  idea  from  my  breaft : 
At  leaft,  I  '11  make  one  elfay.     If  I  fail. 
And  Delia's  charms  o'er  Reafon  do  prevail, 
I  may  be,  fure,  from  rigid  cenfures  free. 
Love  was  my  foe ;  and  Love  's  a  deity. 

Then  fne  rejoin'd  :  may  you  fuccefsful  prove. 
In  your  attempt  to  curb  impetuous  Love  : 
Then  v.^ill  proud  pafiion  on  her  rightful  lord. 
You  to  yourfelf,  I  to  my  throne  reftor'd  : 
But  to  confirm  your  courage,  and  infpire 
Your  refolution  with  a  bolder  fire. 
Follow  me,  youth !  I  '11  fnew  you  that  fnall  move 
Your  foul  to  curfe  the  tyranny  of  Love. 

Then  Ihe  convey'd  me  to  a  difmal  fnade. 
Which  melancholy  yew  and  cyprefs  m.ade; 
Where  I  beheld  an  antiquated  pile 
Of  rugged  building  in  a  narrow  ifle ; 
The  water  round  it  gave  a  naufeous  fmell. 
Like  vapours  fteeming  from  a  fulphurous  cell. 
The  ruin'd  wall,  compos'd  of  flinking  mud, 
O'er-grown  with  hemlock,  on  fupporters  flood  ; 
As  did  the  roof,  ungrateful  to  the  view ; 
*T  was  both  an  hofpital,  and  bedlam  too. 
Before  the  entrance,  mouldering  bones  were  fpread. 
Some  (lieletons  entire,  fome  lately  dead ; 
A  little  rubbifh  loofely  fcatter'd  o'er 
Their  bodies  uninterr'd,  lay  round  the  door. 

No 
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No  funeral  rites  to  any  here  were  paid. 
But  dead  like  dogs  into  the  dull  convey'd. 
From  hence,  by  Reafon's  condud,  I  was  brought. 
Through  various  turnings  to  a  fpacious  vault. 
Where  I  beheld,  and  't  was  a  mournful  fight, 
Vaft  crowds  of  wretches  all  debarr'd  from  light. 
But  what  a  few  dim  lamps,  expiring,  had  ; 
Which  made  the  profpect  more  amazing  fad. 
Some  wept,  fome  rav'd,  fome  mufically  mad  : 
Some  fwearing  loud,  and  others  laughing  :  Some 
Were  always  talking  ;  others  always  dumb. 
Here  one,  a  dagger  in  his  breaft,  expires. 
And  quenches  with  his  blood  his  amorous  fires : 
There  hangs  a  fecond  ;  and,  not  far  remov'd, 
A  third  lies  poifon'd,  who  falfe  Celia  lov'd. 
All  forts  of  madnefs,  every  kind  of  death. 
By  which  unhappy  mortals  lofe  their  breath. 
Were  here  exposed  before  my  wandering  eyes. 
The  fad  efferts  of  female  treacheries  ; 
Others  I  faw,  who  were  not  quite  bereft 
Of  fenfe,  though  very  fmall  remains  were  left^ 
Curfmg  the  fatal  folly  of  their  youth. 
For  trufting  to  perjurious  v/oman's  truth. 

Thefe  on  the  left. Upon  the  right  a  view 

Of  equal  horror,  equal  mifery  too ; 
Amazing !  all  employ'd  my  troubled  thought. 
And,  with  new  wonder,  new  averfion  brought. 
There  I  beheld  a  wretched,  numerous  throng 
Of  pale,  les^n  mortals ;  fome  lay  ftretch'd  along 

Vol.  XVII.  C  On 
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On  beds  of  ftraw,  difconfolate  and  poor  ; 

Others  extended  naked  on  the  floor  ; 

Exil'd  from  human  pity,  here  they  lie. 

And  know  no  end  of  mifery  till  they  die. 

But  death,  which  comes  in  gay  and  profperous  days 

Too  foon,  in  time  of  mifery  delays. 

Thefe  dreadful  fpeftacles  had  fo  much  power, 
I  vow'd,  and  folemnly,  to  love  no  more  : 
For  fure  that  fiame  is  kindled  from  below. 
Which  breeds  fuch  fad  variety  of  woe. 

Then  we  defcended,  by  fome  kw  degrees. 
From  this  ftupendous  fcene  of  miferies ; 
Bold  Reafon  brought  me  to  another  cave. 
Dark  as  the  inmoft  chambers  of  the  grave. 
Here,  youth,  (he  cry'd,  in  the  acuteft  pain, 
Thofe  villains  lie,  who  have  their  fathers  fiain, 
Stabb'd  their  own  brothers,  nay,  their  friends,  to  pleafe 
Ambitious,  proud,  revengeful  miftrelTes ; 
Who,  after  all  their  fervices,  preferr'd 
Some  rugged  fellow  of  the  brawny  herd 
Before  thofe  wretches ;  who,  defpairing,  dwell 
In  agonies  no  human  tongue  can  telL 
Darknefs  prevents  the  too  amazing  fight ;. 
And  you  may  blefs  the  happy  want  of  light. 
But  my  tormented  ears  were  fili'd  with  fighs. 
Expiring  groans,  and  lamentable  cries. 
So  very  fad  I  could  endure  no  morej 
Methought  I  felt  the  miferies  they  bore. 

1  hen  to  my  guide  faid  I^  For  pity  now 
Condad  me  back;  here  I  confiim  my  vow* 

Whicb^ 
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Winch,  if  I  dare  infringe,  be  this  my  fate. 
To  die  thus  wretched,  and  repent  too  late. 
The  charms  of  beauty  I  '11  no  m.ore  purfue : 
Delia,  farewell,  farewell  for  ever  too. 

Then  we  return'd  to  the  delightful  grove ; 
Where  Reafon  ftill  diffuaded  me  from  Love. 
You  fee,  flie  cry'd,  what  mifery  attends 
On  Love,  and  where  too  frequently  it  ends ; 
And  let  not  that  unweildy  paflion  fway 
Your  foul,  which  none  but  whining  fools  obey,. 
The  mafculine,  brave  fpirit  fcorns  to  own 
The  proud  ufurper  of  my  facred  throne; 
Nor  with  idolatrous  devotion  pays 
To  the  falfe  god,  or  facrifice,  or  praife. 
The  Syren's  munc  charms  the  failor's  ear  ; 
Eut  he  is  ruin'd  if  he  ftops  to  hear  : 
And,  if  you  lifien.  Love's  harmonious  voice 
As  much  delights,  as  certainly  deftroys. 
Ambrofia.  mix'd  with  Aconite  may  have 
A  pleafant  talle,  but  fends  you  to  the  grave:; 
For  though  the  latent  poifon  may  be  ftill 
A  while,  it  very  feldom  fails  to  kill. 
Eut  who'd  partake  the  food  of  gods,  to  die 
Within  a  day,,  or.  live  in  mifery  ? 
Who  'd  eat  with  emperors,,  if  o'er  his  head. 
A  poniard  hung  but  by  a  fingle  thread  *  ? 
Love's  banquets  are  extravagantly  fweet. 
And  either  kill,  or  furfcit^  all  that  eat ; 

•  The  feaft  of  Dcmocles. 

G  z  VVho, 
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Who,  when  the  fated  appetite  is  tir'd. 

E'en  loath  the  thoughts  of  wliat  they  once  admir'd. 

You  've  promis'd,  Strephon,  to  forfake  the  charms 

Of  Delia,  though  ihe  courts  you  to  her  arms: 

And  fure  I  may  your  refolution  trult ; 

You  '11  never  want  temptation,  but  be  juft. 

Vows  of  this  nature,  youth,  mud  not  be  broke; 

You  're  always  bound,  though  't  is  a  gentle  yoke. 

Would  men  be  wife,  and  my  advice  purfue. 

Love's  conquefts  would  be  fmall,  his  triumphs  few  : 

For  nothing  can  oppofe  his  tyranny. 

With  fuch  a  profpeCt  of  fuccefs  as  I. 

Me  he  detefis,  and  from  my  prefence  flies,     , 

W' ho  knows  his  arts,  and  ftratagems  defpife. 

By  which  he  cancels  mighty  Wifdom's  rules. 

To  make  himfelf  the  deity  of  fools : 

Him  dully  they  adore,  him  blindly  ferve. 

Some  while  they  're  fots,  and  others  while  they  ftarve  ; 

For  thofe  who  under  his  wild  conduct  go. 

Either  come  coxcombs,  or  he  makes  them  fo  ; 

His  charms  deprive,  by  their  llrange  influence. 

The  brave  of  courage,  and  the  wife  of  fenfe  : 

In  vain  philofophy  would  fet  the  mind 

At  liberty,  if  once  by  him  confin'd  : 

The  fcholar's  learning,  and  the  poet's  wit, 

A  while  may  ftruggle,  but  at  laft  fubmit : 

Well-weigh'd  refults  and  wife  conclufions  feem 

But  empty  chat,  impertinence  to  him  : 

His  opiates  fcize  fo  ftrongly  on  the  brain. 

They  make  all  prudent  application  vain  ; 

If, 
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If,  therefore,  you  refolve  to  live  at  eafe. 
To  talle  the  fweetnefs  of  internal  peace ; 
Would  not  for  fafety  to  a  battle  uy. 
Or  choofe  a  {hipwreck,  if  afraid  to  die  ; 
Far  from  thefe  pleafurable  Ihades  remove, 
And  leave  the  fond,  inglorious  toil  of  Love. 

This  faid,  fne  vanill/d,  and  methought  I  found 
Myfelf  tranfported  to  a  rihng  ground  ; 
From  whence  I  did  a  pleafant  \  ale  furvey. 
Large  was  the  profpect,  beautiful,  and  g:'y. 
There  I  beheld  th'  apartments  of  delight, 
Whofe  curious  forms  oblig'd  the  wondering  fight ; 
Some  in  full  view  upon  the  champain  plac'd. 
With  lofty  walls  and  cooling  ftreams  erabrac'd  : 
Others,  in  (hady  groves,  retir'd  from  noife. 
The  ftat  of  private  and  exalted  joys. 
At  a  great  diitance  I  perceiv'd  there  flood 
A  flaiely  building  in  a  fpacious  wood. 
Whole  gilded  turrets  rais'd  their  beauteous  heads 
High  in  the  air,  to  view  the  neighbouring  meadsj 
Where  vulgar  lovers  fpend  their  happy  days. 
In  ruftic  dancing,  and  delightful  plays. 
But  while  I  gaz'd  with  admiration  round, 
I  heard  from  far  cceleftial  mufic  found  : 
So  foft,  fo  moving,  fo  harmonious,  all 
The  artful  charming  notes  did  rife  and  fall ; 
My  foul,  tranfported  with  the  graceful  airs. 
Shook  off  the  prefTures  of  its  former  fears  ; 
I  feltafrefii  the  little  god  begin 
To  (tir  hirafelf>  and  gentle  move  within, 

"C  3  Then 
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Then  I  repented  I  had  vow'd  no  more 
To  love,  or  Delia's  beauteous  eyes  adore. 
Why  am  I  now  condtmn'd  to  banilhment. 
And  made  an  exile,  by  my  own  confent  ? 
I  fighing  cry'd,  why  fhould  I  live  in  pain 
Thofe  fleeting  hours  which  ne'er  return  again  ? 
O  Delia  !  what  can  wretched  Strephon  do  1 
Inhuman  to  himfelf,  and  falfe  to  you  ! 
'Tis  true,  I  've  promis'd  Reafon  to  remove 
From  thefe  retreats,  and  quit  bright  Delia's  love : 
But  is  not  Reafon  partially  unkind  ? 
Are  all  her  votaries,  like  me,  confin'd  ? 
Muft  none,  that  under  her  dominion  live. 
To  Love  and  Beauty  veneration  give  ? 
Why  then  did  Nature  youthful  Delia  grace 
With  a  majeftic  mien,  and  charming  face  ? 
Why  did  fhe  give  her  that  furprizing  air; 
Make  her  fo  gay,  fo  witty,  and  fo  fair ; 
Miftrefs  of  all  that  can  affedion  move. 
If  Reafon  will  not  fuffer  us  to  love  ? 
But,  fmce  it  muft  be  fo,  I  '11  hafte  away  ; 
'Tis  fatal  to  return,  and  death  to  ftay. 
From  you,  bleft  fliades  !   (if  I  may  call  you  {o 
Inculpable)  with  mighty  pain  I  go : 
Compell'd  from  hence,  I  leave  my  quiet  here ; 
I  may  find  fafety,  but  I  buy  it  dear. 

Then  turning  round,  I  faw  a  beauteous  boy. 
Such  as  of  old  were  meffengers  of  joy  : 
Who  art  thou,  or  from  whence  ?  if  fent,  faid  I, 
To  me,  my  hafte  requires  a  quick  reply, 

I  come. 
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I  come,  he  cry'd,  from  yon  celeftial  grove, 
^^■  here  ftands  the  temple  of  the  God  of  Love  j 
With  whofe  important  favour  you  are  grac'd. 
And  juftly  in  his  high  protedion  plac'd  : 
Be  grateful,  Strephon,  and  obey  that  god, 
Whofe  fceptre  ne'er  is  chang'd  into  a  rod  : 
That  god,  to  whom  the  haughty  and  the  proud. 
The  bold,  the  braveft,  nay,  the  beft,  have  bow'd : 
That  god,  whom  all  the  lefier  gods  adore  j 
Firfl  in  exiflence,  and  the  firil  in  power. 
From  him  I  come,  on  embafly  divine. 
To  tell  thee,  Delia,  Delia  may  be  thine  j 
To  whom  all  beauties  righful  tribute  pay ; 
Delia,   the  young,  the  lovely,  and  the  gay. 
If  you  dare  pufli  your  fortune,  if  you  dare 
But  be  refolved,  and  prefs  the  yielding  fair, 
Succefs  and  glory  will  your  labours  crown  j 
For  Fate  does  rarely  on  the  valiant  frown. 
But,  were  you  fure  to  be  unkindly  us'd. 
Boldly  receiv'd,  and  fcornfully  refus'd  ; 
He  greater  glory  and  more  fame  obtains, 
^Vho  lofes  Delia,  than  who  Phyllis  gains* 
But,  to  prevent  all  fears  that  may  arife, 
( Though  fears  ne'er  move  the  daring  and  th^  wife) 
In,  the  dark  volumes  of  eternal  doom. 
Where  all  things  part,  and  prefent,  and  to  come. 

Are  writ,  I  faw  thefe  words *•  It  is  decreed, 

•'  That  Strephon's  love  to  Delia  (hall  fucceed." 
What  would  you  more  ?  While  youth  and  vigour  lad, 
Tove,  and  be  happy ;    they  decline  too  fufl, 
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In  youth  alone  you  're  capable  to  prove 
The  mighty  tranfports  of  a  generous  love : 
For  dull  old-age,  with  fumbling  labour,  cloys 
Before  the  blifs,  or  gi\'es  but  wither'd  joys. 
Youth  's  the  beft  time  for  adlion  mortals  have ; 
That  paft,  they  touch  the  confines  of  the  gra\  e. 
Now,  if  you  hope  to  lie  in  Delia's  arms. 

To  die  in  raptures,  or  diiTolve  in  charms. 

Quick  to  the  blifsful,  happy  rnanlion  fly. 

Where  all  is  one  continu'd  extafy. 

Delia  impatiently  expeds  you  there  : 

And  furc  ycu  will  not  difappoint  the  fair. 

None  but  the  impotent  or  old  would  flay. 

When  Love  invites,  and  Beauty  calls  away. 
Oh !  you  convey,  faid  I,  dear  charming  boy. 

Into  my  foul  a  ftrange  diforder'd  joy. 

I  would,  but  dare  not,  your  advice  purfue  ; 

I  've  promis'd  Reafon,  and  I  muH  be  true, 

Keafcn  's  the  rightful  emprefs  of  the  foul ; 

Does  all  exorbitant  deiires  control ; 

Checks  every  wild  excurf.on  of  the  mind. 

By  her  wife  dictates  happily  conSn'd  : 

And  he  that  will  not  her  com.mands  obey. 

Leaves  a  fafe  convoy  in  a  dar.gerous  fea. 

True,  I  love  Delia  to  a  vail  excefs, 

Eut  Imnii  try  to  n.ake  my  pailcn  lefs : 

Try  if  1  can,  if  poii.bie,  I  will. 

For  I  liave  vcw'd,  and  mull  that  vow  fulfil. 

Oh  !  had  I  net,  with  what  a  vigorous  fiight 
Cculd  i  L-uilue  the  ^uariics  cf  delight  1 

Kow 
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How  could  I  prefs  fair  Delia  in  thefe  arms. 

Till  I  diffolv'd  in  love,  and  Ihe  in  charms  I 

But  now  no  more  mull  I  her  beauties  view ; 

Yet  tremble  at  her  thoughts  to  leave  her  too. 

What  would  I  give,  I  might  my  flame  allow  ! 

But  'tis  forbid  by  Reafon,  and  a  vow  ; 

Two  mio;htv  obftacles  :  though  Love  of  old 

Has  broke  through  greater,  fironger  powers  controFd, 

Should  I  offend,  by  high  exam.ple  taught, 

'T  would  not  be  an  inexpiable  fault. 

The  crimes  of  malice  have  found  grace  above. 

And  fure  kind  Heaven  will  fpare  the  crimes  of  Love,  "*■ 

Could'il  thou,  my  angel,  but  inftrud  me  how 

I  might  be  happy,  and  not  break  my  vow  ; 

Or,  by  fome  fubtle  art,  diiTolve  the  chain  ; 

You  'd  foon  revi\  e  my  dying  hopes  again. 

Reafon  and  Love,  I  know,  could  ne'er  agree  ; 

Both  would  command,  and  both  fuperior  be. 

Reafon  's  fupported  by  the  fmevvy  force 

Of  fclid  argument,  and  wife  difcourfe  : 

But  Love  pretends  to  ufe  no  other  arms 

Than  foft  imprefTions,  and  perfuafive  charms. 

One  mud  be  difobey'd  ;  and  (hall  I  prove 

A  rebel  to  my  Reafon,  or  xo  Love  ? 

But  then,  fuppofe  I  (hould  my  flame  purfue, 

Delia  may  be  unkind,  and  faithlefs  too  ; 

P>.ejeft  my  paiTion  with  a  proud  difdain. 

And  fcom  the  love  of  fuch  an  humble  fwain  % 

Then  fliould  I  labour  under  mighty  grief. 

Beyond  all  hopes  or  profpeft  of  relief. 

So 
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So  that,  methinks,  't  is  fafer  to  obey 
Right  Reafon,  though  fhe  bears  a  rugged  fvvay. 
Than  Love's  foft  rule,  whofe  fubjeds  undergo. 
Early  or  late,  too  fad  a  (hare  of  woe. 
Can  I  fo  foon  forget  that  wretched  crew, 
Reafon  juft  now  expos'd  before  my  view  ? 
If  Delia  fhould  be  cruel,  I  muft  be 
A  fad  partaker  of  their  mifery. 
But  your  encouragements  fo  ftrongly  move, 
I  'm  almoft  tempted  to  purfue  my  love  : 
For  fure  no  treacherous  defigns  Ihould  dwell 
In  one  that  argues  ^nd  perfuades  fo  well ; 
For  what  could  Love  by  my  deftruclion  gain  ? 
X.ove  's  an  immortal  god,  and  I  a  fwain  ; 
And  fure  I  may  without  fufpicion  truft 
A  god,  for  gods  can  never  be  unjuft. 

.  Right  you  conclude,  reply'd  the  fmiling  boy  ; 
Love  ruins  none,  'tis  men  themfelvcs  deiiroy  : 
And  thofe  vile  wretches  which  you  lately  faw, 
Transgrefs'd  his  rules,  as  well  as  Reafon's  law. 
They  're  not  Love's  fubjeds,  but  the  Haves  of  Luft; 
Nor  is  their  punifhment  fo  great  as  jud. 
For  Love  and  Luft  effentially  divide. 
Like  day  and  night.  Humility  and  Pride  ; 
One  darknefs  hides,  t'  other  does  always  Ihine; 
This  of  infernal  make,  and  that  divine. 
Reafon  no  generous  paffion  does  oppofe ; 
' Tis  Luft  (not  Love)  and  Reafon  that  are  foes. 
She  bids  you  fcorn  a  bafe  inglorious  flame. 
Black  as  the  gloomy  ftiade  from  whence  it  came  : 

la 
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In  this  her  precepts  fhould  obedience  find ; 

But  yours  is  not  of  that  ignoble  kind. 

You  err  in  thinking  Ihe  would  difapprove 

The  brave  purfuit  of  honourable  love  : 

And  therefore  judge  what  's  harmlefs  an  offence  5 

Invert  her  meaning,  and  miftake  her  fenfe. 

She  could  not  fuch  infipid  counfel  give. 

As  not  to  love  at  all ;  'tis  not  to  live  ; 

But,  where  bright  virtue  and  true  beauty  lies. 

And  that  in  Delia,  charming  Delia's  eyes« 

•Could  you  contented  fee  th'  angelic  maid 

In  old  Alexis'  dull  embraces  laid  ? 

Or  rough-hewn  Tityrus  pofTefs  thofe  charms. 

Which  are  in  heaven,  the  heaven  of  Delia's  arms  ? 

Confider,  youth,  what  tranfport  you  forego. 

The  mod  intire  felicity  below.; 

Which  is  by  fate  alone  refcrv'd  for  you  : 

Monarchs  have  been  deny'd  ;  for  monarchs  fue« 

I  own  'tis  difficult  to  ^'-,in  the  prizes 

Or  't  would  be  cheap  and  low  in  noble  eyes : 

But  there  is  one  foft  minute,  when  the  mind 

Is  left  unguarded,  waiting  to  be  kind  ; 

Which  the  wife  lover  underllanding  right. 

Steals  in  like  day  upon  the  wings  of  light. 

You  urge  your  vow,  but  can  thofe  vows  prevail, 

Whofe  iirlt  foundation  and  whofe  reafon  fail  ? 

You  vow'd  to  leave  fair  Delias  but  you  thought 

Your  paffion  was  a  crime,  your  flame  a  fault. 

But  fmcc  your  judgment  eri'd,  it  has  no  force 

To  bind  at  all,  but  is  dilTolv'd  of  courfe ; 

And 
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And  therefore  hefitate  no  longer  here. 
But  banifh  all  the  dull  remains  of  fear. 
Dare  you  be  happy,  youth  ?  but  dare,  and  be  ; 
I  '11  be  your  convoy  to  the  charming  die. 
What !  ftill  irrefolute  ?  debating  ftiil  ? 
View  her,  and  then  forfake  her  if  you  will. 

I  '11  go,  faid  I ;  once  more  I  '11  venture  all ; 
*Tis  brave  to  periih  by  a  noble  fall. 
Beauty  no  mortal  can  refill  ;  and  Jove 
Laid  by  his  grandeur,  to  indulge  his  love. 
Reafon,  if  I  do  err,  my  crime  forgive  : 
Angels  alone  without  offending  live. 
I  go  aftray  but  as  the  wife  have  done  ; 
And  ad  a  folly  which  they  did  not  fhun. 

Then  we,  defcending  to  a  fpacious  plain. 
Were  foon  faluted  by  a  numerous  train 
Of  happy  lovers,  who  confum'd  their  hours. 
With  conftant  jollity,  in  fhady  bov.'ers. 
There  I  beheld  the  bled  variety 
Of  joy,  from  all  corroding  troubles  free  ; 
Each  follow'd  his  own  fancy  to  delight ; 
Though  all  went  different  ways,  yet  all  v/ent  right. 
None  err'd,  or  mifs'd  the  happinefs  he  fought ; 
Love  to  one  centre  every  twining  brought. 
We  pafs'd  through  numerous  pL-afant  fields  and  glades, 
By  murmuring  fountains,  and  by  peaceful  (hades ; 
Till  we  approach'd  the  confines  of  the  wood. 
Where  mighty  Love's  immortal  temple  Ikod  ; 
Round  the  cceleftial  fane,  in  goodly  rows. 
And  beauteous  order,  amorous  myrtle  grows ; 

Beneath 
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Beneath  whofe  fhade  expefting  lovers  wait 

For  the  kind  minute  of  indulgent  fate  : 

Each  had  his  guardian  Cupid,  whofe  chief  care. 

By  fecret  motions,  was  to  warm  the  fair; 

To  kindle  eager  longings  for  the  joy  ; 

To  move  the  flow,  and  to  incline  the  coy. 

The  glorious  fabric  charm'd  my  wondering  fight ^ 
Of  vail  extent,  and  of  prodigious  height : 
'J "he  cafe  was  marble,  but  the  polilh'd  itone 
With  fuch  an  admirable  lulire  Ihone, 
As  if  forae  archited  divine  had  ftrove 
T'  outdo  the  palace  of  imperial  Jove; 
The  ponderous  gates  of  maiTy  gold  were  made. 
With  di'monds  of  a  mighty  fize  inlaid  ; 
Here  itood  the  winged  guards,  in  order  plac'd. 
With  (hining  darts  and  golden  quivers  grac'd  : 
As  we  approach'd,  they  clapp'd  their  joyful  wings. 
And  cry'd  aloud.  Tune,  tune  your  warbling  ilrings; 
The  grateful  youth  is  come,  to  facrihce 
At  Delia's  aliar  to  bright  Delia's  eyes : 
With  harmony  divine  his  foul  infpire. 
That  he  may  boldly  touch  the  facred  fire ; 
And  ye  that  wait  upon  the  blufhing  fair, 
Cceleftial  incenfe  and  perfumes  prepare ; 
While  our  great  god  her  panting  bofom  warms. 
Refines  her  beauties,  and  improves  her  charms. 

Entering  the  fpacious  dome,  my  ravifh'd  ejes 
A  wondrous  fcene  of  glory  did  furpriz-e  : 
The  riches,  fymmetry,  and  brightnefs,  all 
Did  equally  for  admiration  call ! 

But 
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But  the  defcription  is  a  labour  fit 
For  none  beneath  a  laureat  angel's  wit. 
AmidR  the  temple  was  an  altar  made 
Of  folid  gold^  where  adoration  's  paid; 
Here  I  perform'd  the  ufual  rites  with  fear> 
Not  daring  boldly  to  approach  too  near  ; 
Till  from  the  god  a  fniiling  Cupid  came. 
And  bid  me  touch  the  confecrated  flame : 
Which  done,  my  guide  my  eager  fteps  conveyed 
To  the  apartment  of  the  beauteous  maid.. 
Before  the  entrance  was  her  altar  rais'd,. 
On  pedeftals  of  polifn'd  marble  plac'd. 
By  it  her  guardian  Cupid  always  Hands,. 
Vv^ho  troops  of  miffionary  Loves  com.mand  i 
To  him,  with  foft  addreffes  all  repair: 
Each  for  his  captive  hum-bly  begs  the  fair  : 
Though  {till  in  vain  they  imporcun'd  ;  for  he 
Would  give  encouragement  to  none  but  me. 
There  ftands  the  youth,  he  cry'd,  muft  take  a  blifs^ 
The  lovely  Delia  can  be  none  but  his : 
Fate  has  felefted  him  ;  and  mighty  Love 
Confirms  below  what  that  decrees  above.. 
Then  prefs  no  more  ;.  there's  not  another  fwain 
On  earth,  but  Strephon,  can  bright  Delia  gain. 
Kneel,  youth,,  and  with  a  grateful  mind  renew 
Your  vov.s;  fwear  you  '11  eternally  be  true. 
But  if  you  dare  be  falfe,.  dare  perjur'd  prove. 
You  '11  find,  in  fure  revenge,  affronted  Love 
As  hot,  as  fierce,  as  terrible,,  as  Jove. 
Hear  me,  ye  gods,  faid  I,  now  hear  m.e  fv.car. 
By  ail  that  's  facred,  and  by  all  that  's  fair  I 

If 
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If  I  prove  falfe  to  Delia,  let  me  fall 
The  common  obloquy,  condemned  by  all  I 
Let  me  the  utmoft  of  your  vengeance  try  ; 
Forc'd  to  live  wretched,  and  unpity'd  die  I 

Then  he  expos'd  the  lovely  fleeping  maid,. 
Upon  a  couch  of  new-blown  rofes  laid. 
The  blufhing  colour  in  her  cheeks  exprefs'd 
What  tender  thoughts  infpir'd  her  heaving  breaft. 
Sometimes  a  figh  half-fmother'd  ftole  away  ; 
Then  ihe  would  Strephon,  charming  Strephon,  fay  j 
Sometimes  Ihe,  fmiling,  cry'd.  You  love  'tis  true  j 
But  will  you  always,  and  be  faithful  too  ? 
Ten  thoufand  graces  play'd  about  her  face  ; 
Ten  thoufand  charms  attending  every  grace  : 
Each  admirable  feature  did  impart 
A  ftcret  rapture  to  my  throbbing  heart. 
The  nymph  *  imprifon'd  in  the  brazen  tower^ 
When  Jove  defcended  in  a  golden  Ihower, 
Lefs  beautiful  appear'd,  and  yet  her  eyes 
Brought  dov,  n  that  god  from  the  neglected  ikies* 
So  moving,  fo  tranfporting  was  the  fight ; 
So  much  a  goddefs  Delia  feem'd,  fo  bright ; 
My  ravifh'd  foul,  with  fecret  wonder  fraught. 
Lay  all  diiTolv'd  in  extafy  of  thought. 

Long  time  I  gaz'd  :  but,  as  I  trembling  drev/ 
Nearer,  to  make  a  more  obliging  view. 
It  thunder'd  loud,  and  the  ungrateful  noife 
Wak'd  me,  and  put  an  end  to  all  my  joys^ 

*  Dana'eV 

THE 
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AS  Strephon,  in  a  wither'd  cyprefs  fliade. 
For  anxious  thought  and  fighing  lovers  made. 
Revolving  lay  upon  his  wretched  ftate. 
And  the  hard  ufage  of  too  partial  Fate ; 
Thus  the  fad  youth  complain'd  :  Once  happy  fwain. 
Now  the  moft  abjed  fhepherd  of  the  plain  ! 
Where  's  that  harmonious  concert  of  delights, 
Thofe  peaceful  days,  and  pleafurable  nights. 
That  generous  mirth  and  noble  jollity. 
Which  gaily  made  the  dancing  minutes  flee  ? 
Difpers'd  and  banifli'd  from  my  troubled  breaft ; 
Nor  leave  me  one  fhort  interval  of  rell. 

Why  do  I  profecute  a  hopelefs  flame. 
And  play  in  torment  fuch  a  lofmg  gam.e  ? 
All  things  confpire  to  make  my  ruin  fure  : 
When  v/ounds  are  mortal,  they  admit  no  cure. 
But  Heaven  fometimes  does  a  miraculous  thing. 
When  our  laft  hope  is  juft  upon  the  wing  ; 
And  in  a  moment  drives  thofe  clouds  away, 
Whofe  fullen  darknefs  hid  a  glorious  day. 

Why  was  I  born,  or  why  do  I  furvive  ; 
To  be  made  wretched  only,  kept  alive  ? 
Fate  is  too  cruel  in  the  harih  decree. 
That  I  muft  live,  yet  live  in  mifery. 
Are  all  its  pleafmg  happy  moments  gone  ? 
Muft  Strephon  be  unfortunate  alone  ? 

On 
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Ob  other  fvvains  it  lavifnly  bellows ; 
On  them  each  nymph  neglected  favour  tlirous : 
They  meet  compliance  ftill  in  every  face. 
And  lodge  their  painons  in  a  kind  embrace ; 
Obtaining  from  the  foft  incurious  maid 
True  love  for  counterfeit,  and  gold  for  lead, 
Succefs  on  Mievius  always  does  attend ; 
Inconftant  fortune  is  his  conllant  friend  : 
He  levels  blindly,  yet  the  mark  does  hit ; 
And  owes  the  vidory  to  chance,  not  wit. 
But,  let  him  conquer  ere  one  blow  he  ilruck ; 
I  'd  not  be  Masvius,  to  have  Masvius's  luck. 
Proud  of  my  fate,  I  would  not  change  my  chains 
For  all  the  trophies  purring  Macvius  gains; 
But  rather  ftill  live  Delia's  Have,  than  be 

Like  MjEvius  filly,  and  like  Msevius  free. 

But  he  is  happy,  loves  the  common  road  ; 

And,  pack-horfe  like,  jogs  on  beneath  liis  load. 

If  Phyllis  peevifh  or  unkind  does  prove. 

It  ne'er  difturbs  his  grave  mechanic  love. 

A  little  joy  his  languid  flame  contents. 

And  makes  him  eaf*'  under  all  events. 

But  when  a  palfion  's  noble  and  fublime. 

And  higher  ftill  would  every  moment  climb  j 

If  't  is  accepted  with  a  juft  return, 

The  fire  's  immortal,  will  for  ever  burn  ; 

And  with  fucli  raptures  fills  the  lover's  bread, 

That  faints  in  paradife  are  fcarce  more  bled. 
But  I  lament  my  mifcries  in  vain  ; 

For  Delia  hears  me,  pltilcfs,  complain, 
'Vol.  XVII.  D  Suppofe 


54  P  O  M  F  R  E  T '  S    POEMS. 

Suppofes  fhe  pities,  and  believes  me  true. 
What  fatisfadion  can  from  thence  accrue, 
Unlefs  her  pity  makes  her  love  me  too  ? 
Perhaps  ihe  loves  ('t  is  but  perhaps,  I  fear, 
For  that 's  a  bleifrng  can  't  be  bought  too  dear) 
If  fne  has  fcruples  that  oppofe  her  will, 
I  muft,  alas !  be  miferable  ftill. 
Though,  if  ihe  loves,  thofe  fcruples  foon  will  fly- 
Before  the  reafoning  of  the  Deity  : 
For,  where  Love  enters,  he  will  rule  alone. 
And  fuffer  no  co-partner  in  his  throne  ; 
And  thofe  falfe  arguments  that  v/ould  repel 
His  high  injunfiions,  teach  us  to  rebel. 

What  method  can  poor  Strephon  then  propoundj^ 
To  cure  the  bleeding  of  his  fatal  wound. 
If  fhe,  who  guided  the  vexatious  dart, 
Refolves  to  cherifn  and  increafe  the  fmart  ? 
Go,  youth,  from  thefe  unhappy  plains  remove^,. 
Leave  the  purfuit  of  unfuccefsful  love  : 
Go,  and  to  foreign  fwains  thy  griefs  relate. 
Tell  them  the  cruelty  of  frowning  Fate  \ 
Tell  them  the  noble  charms  of  Delia's  mind. 
Tell  them  how  fair,  but  tell  them  how  unkind. 
And  when  few  years  thou  haft  in  forrow  fpent 
(For  fure  they  cannot  be  of  large  extent) ; 
In  prayers  for  her  thou  lov'ft,  refign  thy  breathy 
And  blefs  the  minute  gives  t'^ee  eafe  and  death. 

Here  paus'd  the  fwain — ^when  Delia  driving  by 
Her  bleating  flocic  tp  fon^e  freih  pafture  nigh. 


By 


THE  FORTUNATE  COMPLAINT.   3^ 

Bv  Love  dire<fted,  did  her  fteps  convey 
Where  Strephon,  wrapp'd  in  lilent  forrow,  lay. 
As  foon  as  he  perceiv'd  the  beauteous  maid. 
He  rofe  to  meet  her,  and  thus,  tremblmg,  faid  : 

When  humble  fuppliants  would  the  gods  appeafe. 
And  in  fevere  affliclions  beg  for  eafe, 
\^  ith  Gonftant  importunity  they  fue. 
And  their  petitions  every  day  renew  j 
Grow  Hill  more  eameft  as  they  are  deny'd. 
Nor  one  well-weigh'd  expedient  leave  untry'd. 
Till  Heaven  thofe  blelTmgs  they  enjoy 'd  before. 
Nor  only  does  return,  but  gives  them  more. 

O,  do  not  blame  me,  Delia !   if  I  prefs 
So  much,  and  with  impatience,  for  redrefb. 
My  ponderous  griefs  no  eafe  my  foul  allo.v  ; 
For  they  are  next  t'  intolerable  now  : 
How  ftiall  I  then  fupport  them,  when  they  grow 
To  an  excefs,  to  a  diilrading  woe  ? 
Since  you  're  endow'd  with  a  celeltial  mind. 
Relieve  like  Heaven,  and  like  the  gods  be  kind. 
Did  you  perceive  the  torments  I  endure, 
Which  you  firft  caus'd,  and  you  alone  can  cure. 
They  would  your  virgin  foul  to  pity  move. 
And  pity  may  at  lail  be  chang'd  to  love. 
Some  fwains,.  I  own,  impofe  upon  the  fair. 
And  lead  the  incautious  maid  into  a  fnare  j 
But  let  them.fuffer  for  their  perjury. 
And  do  not  punifli  others  crimes  with  me.. 
If  there  's  fo  many  of  our  fex  untrue. 
Yours  Ihould  more  kindly  ufe  the  faithful  kw ; 

D  z  Though 
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Though  innocence  too  oft  incurs  the  fate 
Of  guilt,  and  clears  itfelf  fometimes  too  late. 
Your  nature  is  to  tendernefs  inclin'd  ; 
And  why  to  me,  to  me  alone  unkind  ? 
A  common  love,  by  other  perfons  (hewn. 
Meets  with  a  full  return  ;  but  mine  has  none  : 
Nay,  icarce  believ'd,  though  from  deceit  as  free 
As  angels  flames  can  for  archangels  be. 
A  pafTion  feign'd,  at  no  repulfe  is  griev'd. 
And  valaes  little  if  it  be  n't  received : 
But,  lo^^e  fmcere  refents  the  fmalleft  fcorn. 
And  the  unkindnefs  does  in  fecret  mourn. 

Sometimes  I  pleafe  myfelf,  and  think  you  are 
Too  good  to  m.ake  me  wretched  by  defpair : 
That  tendernefs,  which  in  your  foul  is  plac'd. 
Will  move  you  to  compailion  fure  at  lait. 
But,  wiien  I  come  to  take  a  fecond  view 
Of  my  own  merits,  I  defpond  of  you  : 
For  Vv-hat  can  Delia,  beauteous  Delia,  fee. 
To  raife  in  her  the  leall  efteem  for  me  : 
I  've  nought  that  can  encourage  my  addrefs ; 
My  fortune  's  little,  and  my  worth  is  lefs  : 
But,  if  a  love  of  the  fublimeil  kind 
Can  make  impreiuon  on  a  generous  mind ; 
If  all  has  real  value  that  's  divine. 
There  cannot  be  a  nobler  flame  than  mine. 
Perhaps  you  pity  n\t ;  I  know  you  muii. 
And  my  aifedion  can  no  more  diltruft  : 
But  what,  alas !  will  helplefs  pity  do  ? 
You  pity,  but  you  may  defpife  me  too. 


Still 
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Still  I  am  wretched  if  no  more  you  give. 

The  flarving  orphan  can't  on  pity  live  : 

He  mull  receive  the  food  for  which  he  cries. 

Or  he  confumes ;  and,  though  much  pity'd,  dies. 

My  torments  ftill  do  with  my  pafTion  grow  ; 
The  more  I  love,  the  more  I  undergo. 
But  fuffer  me  no  longer  to  rem.ain 
Beneath  the  preflure  of  fo  vaft  a  pain. 
■  My  wound  requires  fome  fpeedy  remedy : 
Delays  are  fatal,  when  defpair  is  nigh. 
Much  I  've  endur'd,  much  more  than  I  can  tell ; 
Too  much,  indeed,  for  one  that  lo\  es  fo  well. 
When  will  the  end  of  all  ray  forrows  be  ? 
Can  you  not  love  ?  I  'm  fure  you  pity  me. 
But,  if  I  mull  new  miferies  fuftain. 
And  be  condemned  to  more  and  ilronger  pain, 
I  '11  not  accufe  you,  iince  my  fate  is  fuch, 
I  pleafe  too  little,  and  I  love  too  much. 

Strephon,  no  more  ;  the  blufhing  Delia  fald, 
Excufe  the  condu^fl  of  a  timorous  maid  : 
Now  I  'm  convinc'd  your  love  's  fubiime  and  true. 
Such  as  I  always  wilh'd  to  find  in  you. 
Each  kind  expreiTion,  every  tender  thought, 
A  mighty  tranfport  in  my  bofom  wrought : 
And  though  in  fecret  I  your  flam6  approv'd, 
I  figh'd,  and  griev'd,  but  duru  not  ovvn  I  lov'd. 
Though  now — O  Strephon!  be  fo  kind  to  gucfs. 
What  (hame  v.-ill  not  allow  me  to  confefs. 

The  youth,  encompafs'd  v/ith  a  joy  fo  briglu, 
Hal  hardly  ftrength  to  bear  the  vaft  delight, 

D  3  E/ 
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By  too  fublime  an  extafy  pofleft. 
He  trembled,  gaz'd,  and  clafp'd  her  to  his  breaft; 
Ador'd  the  nymph  that  did  his  pain  remove, 
Vow'd  endiefs  truth,  and  everlafting  love, 

STREPHON'S  LOVE  FOR  DELIA  JUSTIFIED. 

IN     AN     EPISTLE     TO    CELADON. 

AL  L  men  have  follies,  vvhich  they  blindly  trace 
Through  the  dark  turnings  of  a  dubious  maze. 
But  happy  tliofe,  who,  by  a  prudent  care. 
Retreat  betimes  from  the  fallacious  fnare. 

The  eldeil  fons  of  Wifdom  were  not  free 
From  the  fame  failure  you  condemn  in  me  : 
They  lov'd,  and,  by  that  glorious  paiTion  led. 
Forgot  what  Plato  and  .themfelves  had  faid. 
Love  triumph'd  o'er  thofe  dull,   pedantic  rules. 
They  had  collected  from  the  wrangling  fchools. 
And  made  them  to  his  noble  fway  fubmit. 
In  fpite  of  all  their  learning,  art,  and  wit : 
Their  grave,  ftarch'd  morals,  then  unufeful  prov'd-; 
Thefe  dully  charadkrs  he  foon  remov'd  ; 
For,  when  his  fhining  fquadrons  came  in  view. 
Their  boalled  reafon  murmur'd,  and  withdrew  ^ 
Unable  to  oppofe  their  mighty  force 
With  phlegmatic  refolves,  and  dry  difcourfe. 

If,  "as  the  wifeft  of  the  wife  have  err'd, 
I  go  allray,  and  am  condemn'd  unheard ; 
My  faults  you  too  feverely  reprehend. 
More  Uke  a  rigid  cenfor  than  a  friend. 

Love 
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Xove  is  the  monarch  paflion  of  the  mind. 
Knows  no  fuperior,  by  no  laws  confin'd. 
But  triumphs  ftill,  impatient  of  control. 
O'er  all  the  proud  endowments  of  the  foul. 

You  own'd  ray  Delia,  friend,  divinely  fair. 
When  in  the  bud  her  native  beauties  were  ; 
Your  praife  did  then  her  early  charms  confefs. 
Yet  you  'd  perfuade  me  to  adore  her  lefs. 
You  but  the  non-age  of  her  beauty  faw. 
But  might  from  thence  fublirae  ideas  draw. 
And  what  fhe  is,  by  what  fhe  was,  conclude ; 
1^"or  now  fhe  governs  thofe  flie  then  fubdued. 

Her  afpect  noble  and  m.ature  is  grown. 
And  -every  charm  in  its  full  vigour  known. 
There  we  may  wondering  view,  diiliiid^ly  writ. 
The  lines  of  goodnefs,  and  the  marks  of  wit-: 
Each  feature,  emulous  of  pleafmg  moft. 
Does  juilly  fome  peculiar  fweetnefs  boafl;    . 
And  her  compofure  's  of  (o  fine  a  frame. 
Pride  cannot  hope  to  mend,  nor  Envy  blame. 

When  the  immortal  Beauties  of  the  fkies 
Contended  naked  for  the  golden  prize. 
The  apple  had  not  fall'n  to  Venus'  fnare. 
Had  I  been  Paris,  and  my  Delia  there ; 
In  whom  alone  we  all  their  graces  find, 
7  he  moving  gaiety  of  Venus,  join'd 
With  Juno's  afpec^t,  and  Minerva's  mind. 

View  both  thofe  nymphs  whom  other  fwaln's  adore. 
You  '11  value  charming  Delia  ftill  the  more. 

D  4  Dorinda's 
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Dorinda's  mien  's  majeuic,  but  her  mind 
Is  to  revenge  and  peevillinefs  inclin'd  : 
Myitil!a  's  fair;  and  yet  Myrtilla  's  proud : 
Chloe  has  v.it ;  but  noify,  vain,  and  loud  : 
Melania  doats  upon  the  fillieft  things; 
And  vet  Mdania  like  an  angel  fmgs. 
But  in  nay  Delia  all  endov/ments  meet. 
All  that  is  ju-il>  agreeable,  or  fweet; 
All  that  can  praife  and  adniiration  move> 
AH  that  the  wifeft  and  the  braveft  love. 

In  all  difcourfe  fne  's  appofite  and  gay. 
And  ne'er  wants  fomething  pertinent  to  fay ; 
For,  if  the  fubjeft  's  of  a  ferious  kind. 
Her  thoughts  are  manly,  ai-td'  her  fenfe  refin'd  ; 
But  if  divertive,  her  expreifion  's  fit. 
Good  lai/guage,  join'd  with  inoffenfive  wit ; 
So  cautious  always,  that  fhe  ne'er  affords 
An  idle  thought  the  charity  of  words. 

The  vices  common  to  her  fex  can  find 
No  roon>,  ev'n  in  the  fuburbs  of  her  mind; 
Concluding  wifely  fne  's  in  danger  Hill, 
From  the  mere  neighbourhood  of  induftrious  ilL 
Therefore  at  diftance  keeps  the  fubtle  foe, 
V/hofe  near  approach  would  formidable  grow ; 
V/hile  the  unwary  virgin  is  undone. 
And  meets  the  m.ifery  which  fhe  ought  to  Ihun, 

Her  wit  is  penetrating,  clear,  and  gay  : 
Bat  let  true  judgment  and  right  reafcn  fway; 
Modeftly  bold,  and  quick  to  apprehend  ; 
Prompt  in  replies,  but  cautious  to  offend. 


Her 
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Her  darts  are  keen,  but  level'd  with  fuch  care. 
They  ne'er  fall  fhort,  and  feldom  fly  too  far  : 
For  when  (he  rallies,  'tis  with  fo  much  art. 
We  bluih  with  pleafure,  and  with  rapture  fmart^ 

O,  Celadon  !  you  would  my  flame  approve^ 
Did  you  but  hear  her  talk  of  love. 
That  tender  pafllon  to  her  fancy  brings 
The  prettied  notions,  and  the  fofteft  things ;. 
Which  are  by  her  fo  movingly  expreft. 
They  fill  with  extafy  my  throbbing  breaft. 
*Tis  then  the  charms  of  eloquence  impart 
Their  native  glories  unimprov'd  by  art : 
By  what  fhe  fays  I  meafure  things  above. 
And  guefs  the  language  of  feraphic  love. 

To  the  cool  bofom  of  a  peaceful  fhade. 
By  fome  wild  beech  or  lofty  poplar  made, 
W^hen  evening  comes,  we  fecretly  repair 
To  breathe  in  private,  and  unbend  our  care  : 
And  while  our  flocks  in  fruitful  paftures  {ted^ 
Some  well-defign'd,  inflruftive  poem  read  ; 
Where  ufeful  morals,  with  foft  numbers  join'dj^ 
At  oi^ce  delight  and  cultivate  the  mind  : 
Which  are- by  her  to  more  perfeiftion  brought. 
By  wife  remarks  upon  the  poet's  thought ; 
So  well  fhe  knows  the  flamp  of  eloquence. 
The  empty  found  of  words  from  folid  fenfe. 
The  florid  fuflian  of  a  rhyming  fpark, 
W'hofe  random  arrow  ne'er  comes  near  the  mark^ 
Gan't  on  her  judgment  be  impos'd,  and  pafs 
For  llandard  gold,  when  't  is  bat  gilded  b?afs^ 

Oft 
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Oft  in  the  walks  of  an  adjacent  grove. 

Where  firft  we  mutually  engag'd  to  love. 

She  fmiling  alk'd  me.  Whether  I  'd  prefer 

An  humble  cottage  on  the  plains  with  her. 

Before  the  pompous  building  of  the  great  9 

And  find  content  in  that  inferior  ftate  ? 

Said  I,  The  queftion  you  propofe  to  me. 

Perhaps  a  matter  of  debate  might  be. 

Were  the  degrees  of  my  affeftion  lefs 

Than  burning  martyrs  to  the  gods  exprefs. 

In  you  I  've  all  I  can  defire  below. 

That  earth  can  give  me,  or  the  gods  beftow ; 

And,  bleft  with  you,  I  know  not  v/here  to  find 

A  fecond  choice,  you  take  up  all  my  mind, 

I  'd  not  forfake  that  dear,  delightful  plain. 

Where  charming  Delia,  Love  and  Delia  reign 

For  all  the  fplendor  that  a  court  can  give, 

Where  gaudy  fools  and  bufy  ftatefmen  live. 

Though  youthful  Paris,  when  his  birth  was  known 

^Too  fatally  related  to  a  throne) 

Forfook  Oenone,  and  his  rural  fports. 

For  dangerous  greatnefs,  and  tumultuous  courts  j 

Yet  Fate  Ihould  fall  olfer  its  pov.er  in  vain ; 

For  what  is  power  to  fuch  an  humble  fvvain  ? 

I  would  not  leave  my  Delia,  leave  my  fair. 

Though  half  the  globe  Ihouid  be  afiign'd  my  (hare. 

And  would  you  have  m.e,  friend,   reflect  again. 
Become  the  bafeft  and  the  worft  of  men  ? 
O,  do  not  urge  me.  Celadon ;  forbear  ; 
I  cannot  leave  her,  ihe  's  too  charming;  fair ! 

Should 
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Should  I  your  counfel  in  this  cafe  purfue. 
You  might  fufped  me  for  a  villain  too : 
For  fure  that  perjar'd  wretch  can  never  prove 
Juft  to  his  friend,  who  's  faithlefs  to  his  love. 

EPISTLE     TO     DELIA, 

AS  thofe  who  hope  hereafter  heaven  to  fhare, 
A  rigorous  exile  here  can  calmly  bear. 
And,  v/ith  colleded  fpirits,  undergo 
The  fad  variety  of  pain  below ; 
Yet,  with  intenfe  reflexions,  antedate 
The  mighty  raptures  of  a  future  ilate; 
"While  the  bright  profped  of  approaching  joy 
Creates  a  blifs  no  trouble  can  deilroy  : 
So,  though  I  'ra  tofs'd  by  giddy  Fortune's  haud-> 
Ev'n  to  the  confines  of  m.y  native  land ; 
Where  I  can  hear  the  ftormiy  ocean  roar. 
And  break  its  waves  upon  the  foaming  fhore  : 
Though  from  my  Delia  banifn'd  ;  all  that  's  dear. 
That  's  good,  or  beautiful,  or  charming  here  : 
Yet  flattering  hopes  encourage  me  to  live. 
And  tell  me  Fate  will  kinder  minutes  glxQ ; 
That  the  dark  treafury  of  times  contains 
A  glorious  day,  will  finifli  all  my  pains : 
And,  while  I  contemplate  on  joys  to  come. 
My  griefs  are  filent,  and  my  forrows  dumb. 
Believe  me,  nymph,  believe  me,  charming  fair, 
(When  truth  's  confpicuous,  we  need  not  fvvear ; 

Oaths 
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Oaths  will  fuppofe  a  diffidence  in  you. 
That  I  am  falfe,  my  flame  fiditious  too) 
Were  I  condemn'd  by  Fate's  imperial  power. 
Ne'er  to  return  to  your  embraces  more, 
I'  d  fcorn  whate'er  the  bufy  world  could  give;. 
'T  would  be  the  worft  of  miferies  to  live  : 
For  all  my  wiihes  and  deli  res  purfoe. 
All  I  admire,  or  covet  here,  is  you. 
WereJ  pofTefs'd  of  your  furprizing  charms^ 
And  lodg'd  again  v/ithin  my  Delia's  arms  y 
Then  would  my  joys  afcend  to  that  degree,. 
Could  angels  envy,  they  would  envy  me. 

Oft,  as  I  wander  in  a  filent  fnade. 
When  bold  vexations  would  my  foul  invade,. 
I  baniili  the  rough  thought,  and  none  purfue,. 
But  what  inclines  ray  willing  mind  to  you.. 
The  foft  refledions  on  your  facred  love. 
Like  fovereign  antidotes,  all  cares  remove; 
Compofmg  every  faculty  to  reft. 
They  leave  a  grateful  flavour  in  my  breaft.. 

Retir'd  fometimes  into  a  lonely  grove, 
I  think  o'er  all  the  llories  of  our  love. 
What  mighty  pleafure  have  I  oft  poflTefb'd, 
When,  in  a  mafculine  embrace,  I  preft 
The  lovely  Delia  to  my  heaving  bread ! 
Then  I  remember,  and  with,  vail  delight. 
The  kind  expreflions  of  the  parting  night : 
Methought  the  fun  too  quick  return'd  again. 
And  d>&j  feem'd  ne'er  impertinent  till  then. 

Stron 
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Strong  and  contraaed  was  our  eager  blifs; 
An  age  of  pleafurs  in  each  generous  kifs  : 
Years  of  delight  in  moments  we  compriz'd  ; 
And  heaven  itfelf  was  there  epitomiz'd. 

But,  when  the  glories  of -the  eallern  light 
O'erflow'd  the  twinkling  tapers  of  the  night; 
Farewell,  my  Delia,  O  farewell !  laid  I, 
The  utmoft  period  of  my  time  is  nigh : 
Too  cruel  Fate  forbids  my  longer  ftay. 
And  -wretched  Strephon  is  compell'd  away. 
But,  though  I  mull  my  native  plains  forego, 
Forfake  thefe  fields,  forfake  my  Delia  too ; 
No  change  of  fortune  Ihall  for  ever  move 
The  fettled  baie  of  my  immortal  love. 

And  mull  my  Strephon,  muil  my  faithful  fwain. 
Be  forc'd,  you  cry'd,  to  a  remoter  plain  ! 
The  darling  of  my  foul  fo  foon  remov'd! 
The  only  valu'd,  and  the  befl  belov'd ! 
Though  other  fwains  to  me  themfelves  addrefs'd, 
Strephon  was  ftill  diftinguifh'd  from  the  reft  : 
Flat  and  infipid  all  their  courtihip  feem'd ; 
Little  themfelves,  their  paflions  lefs,  efteem'd  : 
For  my  averuon  with  their  flames  increas'd. 
And  none  but  Strephon  partial  Delia  pleas 'd. 
Though  I  'm  depriv'd  of  my  kind  fhepherd's  fight, 
Joy  of  the  day,  and  blelfing  of  the  night ; 
Y^t  will  you,  Strephon,  will  you  love  me  ftill  ? 
Flowever,  flatter  me  and  fay  you  will. 
For,  fnould  you  entertain  a  rival  lo\  e  ; 
Should  you  unkind  to  :nc,  or  faithlefs  prove; 

No 
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No  mortal  e'er  could  half  fo  wretched  be  : 
For  fure  no  morLal  ever  lov'd  like  me. 

Your  beaaty,  nymph,  faid  I,  my  faith  fecures ;, 
Thofe  yoa  once  conquer,  muft  be  always  yours : 
For,  hearts  fubdued  by  your  viftorious  eyes. 
No  force  can  liorm,  no  ftratagem  iurprize ; 
Nor  can  I  of  captivity  complain. 
While  lovely  Delia  holds  the  glorious  chain. 
The  Cyprian  queen,  in  young  Adonis'  arms. 
Might  fear,  at  le^il,  he  u^ould  defpife  her  charms ;. 
But  I  can  never  fuch  a  m>onfter  prove. 
To  flight  the  bleiTings  of  my  Delia's  love.. 
Would  thofe  who  at  celeftial  tables  fit. 
Bled  with  immortal  v/ine,  immortal  wit;. 
Choofe  to  defcend  to  fome  inferior  board. 
Which  nought  but  fcum  and  nonfenfe  can  afford  ? 
Nor  can  I  e'e?  to  thofe  gay  nymphs  addrefs, 
Whofe  pride  is  greater,  and  whofe  charms  are  lefs;. 
Their  tinfei  beauty  may,  perhaps,  fubdue 
A  gaudy  coxcomb,  or  a  fulfome  beau  ; 
But  feem.  at  bed  indifferent  to  me, 
W'ho  nolle  but  you  with  admiration  fee. 

New,  vv^ould  the  rolling  orbs  obey  my  will,, 
I  'd  make  the  fun  a  fecond  time  fiand  ftill, 
A.nd,to  the  lower  world  their  light  repay. 
When  conquering  Jofiiua  robb'd  them,  of  a  day  : 
Though  cur  two  fouls  would  different  paiTions  prove ; 
His  vras  a  thirll:  of  glory,  mine  of  love.    . 
It  v/iil  not  be ;  the  fun  makes  hade  to  rife. 
And  take  pclfelfion  of  the  eaftern  fkies  y 

Yet 
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Yet  one  more  kifs,  though  millions  are  too  few ; 
And,  Delia,  fince  we  muft,  muft  part,  adieu. 

As  Adam,  by  an  injur'd  Maker  driven 
From  Eden's  groves,  the  vicinage  of  Heaven  ; 
Compell'd  to  wander,  and  oblig'd  to  bear 
The  harfh  impreiTions  of  a  ruder  air ; 
With  mighty  for^-ow,  and  with  weeping  eyes. 
Looked  back,  and  mourn'd  the  lofs  of  paradife : 
Wiih  a  concern  like  his  did  I  review 
My  native  plains,,  ray  charming  Delia  too ;. 
For  I  left  paradife  in  leaving  you. 

If,  as  I  walk,  a  pleafant  (hade  I  find,. 
It  brings  your  fair  idea  to  my  mind  : 
Such  was  the  happy  place,  I,  fighing,  fay, 
V/here  I  and  Ds^lia,  lovely  Delia,  lay ; 
When  firft  I  did  my  tender  thoughts  impartj^ 

And  made  a  grateful  prefent  of  my  heart. 

Or,  if  my  friend,  in  his  apartment,  fnews 

Some  piecs  of  Van  Dyck's,  or  of  Angelo's,. 

In  which  the  artift  has,  with  wondrous  care, 

Defcrib'd  the  face  of  one  exceeding  fair  ; 

Though,  at  firft  fight,  it  may  my  pafiion  raife^. 

And  every  feature  I  admire  and  praife ; 

Yet  ftill,  methinks,  upon  a  fccond  view, 

'Tis  not  fo  beautiful,  fo  fair  as  you. 

If  I  converfe  with  thofe  whom  moft  admit 

To  have  a  ready,  gay,  vivacious,  wit ; 

They  want  forae  amiable,  moving  grace. 

Some  turn  of  fancy  that  my  Delia  has ; 

For 
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For  ten  good  thoughts  amonglt  the  crowd  they  vent^ 
Methinks  ten  thouiand  are  impertinent. 

Let  other  fliepherds,  that  are  prone  to  range. 
With  each  caprice,  their  giddy  humours  change : 
They  from  variety  lefs  joys  receive. 
Than  you  alone  are  capable  to  give. 
Nor  will  I  envy  thofe  ill-judging  fwains 
(What  they  enjoy  's  the  refufe  of  the  plains) 
If,  for  ray  (hare  of  happinefs  below. 
Kind  Heaven  upon  me  Delia  would  bellow  ; 
Whatever  bleflings  it  can  give  befide. 
Let  all  mankind  among  themfelves  divide, 

A    PASTORAL    ESSAY     ON     THE     DEATH    OF    QUEEN 
MARY,     ANNO   1 694. 

AS  gentle  Strephon  to  his  fold  convey'd, 
A  wandering  lamb,  which  from  the  flocks  had 
Beneath  a  mournful  cyprefs  fhade  he  found        [ftiay'd, 
■Cofmelia  weeping  on  the  dewy  ground. 
Amaz'd,  with  eager  hafte  he  ran  to  know 
The  fatal  caafe  of  her  intemperate  woe ; 
And,  clafping  her  to  his  impatient  breaft. 
In  thefe  foft  words  his  tender  care  expreft, 

STREPHON. 

Why  mourns  my  dear  Cofmelia  ?  Why  appears 
My  life,  my  foul,  diffolv'd  in  briny  tears  ? 
Has  fome  fierce  tiger  thy  lov'd  heifer  flain. 
While  I  was  wandering  on  the  neighbouring  plain  ? 
Or,  has  fome  greedy  wolf  devour'd  thy  fhcep ,? 
Yv'bat  fad  misfortune  makes  Cofmelia  weep  ? 

Speak, 
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Speak,  that  I  may  prevent  thy  grief's  increafe. 
Partake  thy  forrows,  or  reftore  thy  peace. 

cos  M  E  L  I  A. 

Do  you  not  hear  from  far  that  mournful  bell  ? 

'Tis  for 1  cannot  the  fad  tidings  tell. 

Oh,  whither  are  my  fainting  fpirits  fled  ; 
'Tis  for  Csleftia — .Strephon,  Oh — She  's  dead! 
The  brighteil  nymph,  the  princefs  of  the  plain. 
By  an  untimely  dart,  untimely  flaini 

s  T  R  E  P  H  G  N, 

Dead !  *Tis  impoifible  !  She  cannot  die ; 
She  's  too  divine,  too  much  a  Deity  : 
/Tis  a  falfe  rumour  fome  iU  Avains  have  fpread. 
Who  wifh,  perhaps,  the  good  Cseleftia  dead, 
c  <:>  s  M  E  L  I  A, 

Ah  !  No  ;  the  truth  in  every  face  appears ; 
For  evTry  face  you  meet  's  o'erflow'd  with  tears. 
Trembling,  and  pale,  I  ran  through  all  the  plaia. 
From  flock  to  flock,  and  alk'd  of  every  fwain. 
But  each  fcarce  lifting  his  dejcded  head, 
Cry'd,  Oh,  Cofmelia!  Oh,  Ca^leftia 's  deadf 

STR  EP  HON. 

Something  was  meant  by  that  ill-broading  croak 
Of  the  prophetic  raven  from  the  oak. 
Which  flrak  by  lightning  was  in  fliiivers  broke. 
But  we  our  mifchief  feel,  before  we  fee  ; 
Sei/Zd  and  o'erwhelm'd  at  once  with  mifer)^, 

c  o  S  M  E  L  I  A. 

Since  then  we  have  no  trophies  to  beflow. 
No  pompous  things  to  make  a  glorious  Ihew 

VoL.X,VII,  E  (For 
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(For  all  the  tribute  a  poor  fwain  can  bring. 
In  rural  numbers,  is  to  mourn  and  fmg) 
Let  us,  beneath  the  gloomy  fhade,  rehearfe 
CaeleiUa's  facred  name  in  no  lefs  facred  verfe, 

STREPKON. 

Czeleilia  dead  !  Then  'tis  in  vain  to  live  ; 
What  ''s  all  the  comfort  that  the  plains  can  give  ; 
Since  The,  by  whofe  bright  influence  alone 
Our  flocks  increased,  and  v/e  rejoic'd,  is  gone  -, 
Since  {he,  who  round  fuch  beams  of  goodnefs  fpread 
As  gave  new  life  to  every  fwain,  is  dead  I 

c  o  S  M  E  L  I  A . 
In  vain  v/e  wiili  for  the  delightful  fpring ; 
What  joys  can  flowery  May  or  April  bring. 
When  fhe,  for  whom  the  fpacious  plains  were  fpread 
With  early  flowers  and  chearful  greens,  is  dead  ? 
In  vain  did  courtly  Damon  warm  the  earth. 
To  give  10  furamer  fruits  a  winter  birth  ; 
In  vain  we  autumn  wait,  which  crowns  the  fields 
With  wealthy  crops,  and  various  plenty  yields ; 
Since  that  fair  nymph,  for  whom  the  boundlefs  ftore 
Of  nature  was  preferv'd,  is  now  no  more. 

s  T  R  E  p  H  o  N. 

Farewell  for  ever  then  to  all  that  's  gay  : 
You  will  forget  to  iing,  and  I  to  play. 
No  more  with  chearful  fongs,  in  cooling  bowers. 
Shall  v.'e  confume  the  pJcafurable  hours : 
All  joys  are  banifh'd,  all  delights  are  fled. 
Ne'er  to  return,  nov/  fair  Catlellia  's  dead, 

COSMELI/^ 
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C  O  S  M  E  L  I  A. 

If  e'er  I  fing,  they  Ihall  be  mournful  lays 
Of  great  Csleftia's  name,  Ca^leftia's  praife  : 
How  good  (he  was,  how  generous,  how  wife ! 
How  beautiful  her  (hape,  how  bright  her  eyes  I 
How  charming  all ;  how  much  fhe  was  ador'd. 
Alive ;  when  dead,  how  much  her  lofs  deplor'd  I 
A  noble. theme,  and  able  to  infpire 
The  hambieft  Mufe  with  the  fublimefi  f.re. 
And  fmce  we  do  of  fuch  a  princefs  ^iro-. 
Let  ours  afcend  upon  a  ftronger  wing  ; 
And,  while  we  do  the  lofty  numbers  join. 
Her  name  will  make  the  harmony  divine. 
Raife  then  thy  tuneful  voice ;  and  be  the  i'ong 
Sweet  as  her  temper,  as  her  virtue  llrong. 

s  T  R  E  P  H  o  N'. 

When  her  great  lord  to  foreign  \\  ars  was  gone. 
And  left  Caeleftia  here  to  rule  alone  ; 
With  how  ferene  a  brow,  how  void  of  fe.ir, 
When  ftorms  arofe,  did  ihe  the  veiTei  fteer ! 
And  when  the  raging  of  the  waves  did  ceafe. 
How  gentle  was  her  fway  in  times  of  peace  I 
Jurtice  and  mercy  did  their  beams  unite. 
And  round  her  temples  fpread  a  glorio-is  light ; 
So  quick  (he  eas'd  the  wrongs  of  e\  ery  fwain. 
She  hardly  gave  them  leifure  to  complain  ; 
Impatient  to  reward,  but  flow  to  draw 
Th'  avenging  fword  of  neceffary  \:\\v  : 
Like  Heaven,  (he  took  no  pleafur^  to  dedroyj 
With  grief  fne  punifa'd,  and  ihe  fav'd  with  joy. 

E    Z  GOSMELIA, 
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C  O  S  M  E  L  I  A . 

When  godlike  Belliger,  from  war's  alarms, 
Return'd  in  triumph  to  Csleftia's  arms. 
She  met  her  hero  with  a  full  defire ; 
But  chafie  as  light,  and  vigorous  as  fire  : 
Such  mutual  flames,  fo  equally  divine. 
Did  in  each  breaft  with  fuch  a  lull  re  fhine. 
His  could  not  feem  tlie  greater,  her's  the  lefs; 
Eoth  were  immenfe,  for  both  were  in  excefs. 

S  TR  E  P  H  O  N. 

Oh,  godlike  princefs !  Oh,  thrice  happy  fwains  I 
Whilll  Die  prefided  o'er  the  fruitful  plains ! 
Whilft  fhe,  for  ever  raviih'd  from  our  eyes. 
To  mingle  with  the  kindred  of  the  Ikies. 
Did  for  your  peace  her  conftant  thoughts  employ; 
The  nymph's  good  angel,  and  the  fnepherd's  joy  I 

COSM  E  L  I  A. 

All  that  was  noble  beautify 'd  her  mind  ; 
There  v/ifdom  fat,  w  ith  folid  reafon  join'd  : 
There  too  did  piety  and  greatnefs  wait ; 
Meeknefs  on  grandeur,  modefly  on  ftate  : 
Humble  amidll:  the  fplendors  of  a  throne ; 
Piac'd  above  all,  and  yet  defpifmg  none. 
And  when  a  crown  was  forc'd  on  licr  by  fate. 
She  with  fome  pains  fubmitted  to  be  great. 

8  TR  E  P  H  O  N. 

Her  pious  foul  with  emulation  ftrove 
To  gain  the  mighty  Pan's  important  love  : 
To  whofe  myfterious  rites  fhe  always  came. 
With  fuch  an  active,  fo  intenfe  a  flame ; 
■  ■    '  .  The 
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The  duties  of  religion  feem'd  to  be 
No  more  her  care  than  her  felicity. 

c  o  S  M  E  L  I  A  . 

Virtue  unmix'd,  without  the  leail  allay. 
Pure  as  the  light  of  a  celeftial  ray. 
Commanded  all  the  motions  of  the  foul 
With  fuch  a  foft,  but  abfolute  control. 
That,  as  fhe  knew  what  belt  great  Pan  would  pleafe. 
She  liill  perform'd  it  with  the  greateft  eafe. 
Him  for  hec  high  exemplar  Ihe  defign'd. 
Like  him,  benevolent  to  all  mankind. 
Her  foes  (he  pity'd,  not  defir'd  their  blood  ; 
Aii4>  to  revenge  their  crimes,  ftie  did  them  good  ; 
Nay,  all  affronts  fo  unconcern'd  flie  bore, 
(Maugre  that  violent  temptation.   Power) 
As  if  flie  thought  it  vulgar  to  refent. 
Or  wiih'd  forgivenefs  their  worll  punilhment, 

STREP  HO  X. 

Next  mighty  Pan,  v/as  her  illuftrious  lord. 
His  high  vicegerent,  fac redly  ador'd  : 
Him  with  fuch  piety  and  zeal  fhe  lov'd. 
The  noble  paffion  every  hour  improved  : 
Till  it  afcerded  to  that  glorious  heighr,. 
*Twas  next  (if  only  next)  to  infinite. 
This  made  her  fo  entire  a  duty  pa} , 
She  grew  at  lalt  impatient  to  obey  ; 
And  met  his  wiflies  with  as  prompt  a  zeaL 
As  an  arclianprl  his  Creator's  will,. 

y  ,  E  3  rosMiii.iA, 
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C  O  S  M  E  L  I  A , 

Mature  for  Heaven,  the  fatal  mandate  came, 
With  it  a  chariot  of  ethereal  flame ; 
In  which,  Elijah  like,  fhe  pafs'd  the.fpheres; 
Brought  joy  to  Heaven,  but  left  the  world  in  tears, 

S  T  R  E  P  H  o  N. 

Methinks  I  fee  her  on  the  plains  of  light. 
All  glorious,  all  incomparably  bright ! 
"While  the  im.mortal  minds  around  her  gaze 
On  the  excelnve  fplendor  of  her  rays  ; 
And  fcarce  believe  a  human  foul  could  be 
Endow'd  with  fuch  llupendous  majefty. 

c  o  s  M  E  L  I  A, 

Who  can  lament  too  much  !  O,  who  can  mou-rn 
Enough  o'er  beautiful  C^leftia's  urn  ! 
So  great  a  lofs  as  this  deferves  excefs 
•Of  forrows  ;  all  "s  too  little  that  is  lefs. 
But,  to  fupply  the  univerfal  woe. 
Tears  from  all  eyes,  without  cefTation,  flow  : 
All  that  have  power  to  weep,  or  voice  to  groan. 
With  throbbing  breafts,  Csleilia's  fate  bemoan ; 
Whih  marble  rocks  the  common  griefs  partake. 
And  echo  back  thofe  cries  they  cannot  make. 

s  T  R  E  P  K  o  N. 

Weep  then  (once  fruitful  vales)  and  fpring  vviti;  yew  ! 
Ye  thirfly,  barren  mountains,  weep  with  dew ! 
Let  every  flov/er  on  this  extended  plain 
Not  droop,  but  Ihrink  into  its  womb  again. 
Ne'er  to  receive  anew  its  yearly  birth  ! 
Let  e\  ery  thing  that  's  grateful  leave  the  earth ! 

Let 
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Let  mournful  cyprefs,  with  each  noxious  v/eed. 

And  baneful  venoms,  in  their  place  fucceed  ! 

Ye  purling,  querulous  brooks,  o'ercharg'd  with  grief, 

Hafte  fwiftly  to  the  fea  for  more  relief; 

Then  tiding  back,  each  to  his  facred  head. 

Tell  your  aftonifh'd  fprings,  Csleftia  's  dead  I 

C  OS  M  E  L  I  A. 

Well  have  you  fung,  in  an  exalted  llrain. 
The  faireft  nymph  e'er  grac'd  the  Britiih  plain. 
Who  knows  but  fom.e  officious  angel  may 
Your  grateful  numbers  to  he'r  ears  convey  ! 
That  ilie  may  fmile  upon  us  from  above. 
And  bkfs  our  mournful  pains  with  peace  and  love  ! 

STREP  H  O  N, 

But  fee,  our  flrcks  do  to  their  folds  repair  ; 
For  night  with  fable  clouds  obfcures  the  air  : 
Cold  damps  defcend  from  the  unwholfome  ftiy. 
And  fafety  bids  us  to  our  cottage  fly. 
Though  with  each  morn  our  forrows  will  return  ;      -^ 
Each  ev'n,  like  nightingales,  vvc  '11  fmg  and  mourn,  V 
Till  death  conveys  us  to  the  peaceful  urn.  J 


TO    HIS   FRIEND    UNDER    AFFLICTION, 

NONE  lives  in  this  tumultuous  (late  of  things. 
Where  every  morning  foon  new  troubles  brings^ 
But  bold  inquietudes  will  break  his  reft. 
And  gloomy  thoughts  difturb  his  anxious  breaft. 

E,  4  Angelic 
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Angelic  forms,  and  happy  fpirits,  are 
Above  the  malice  of  perplexing  care  : 
Eat  that  's  a  bleffing  too  fubiime,  too  high. 
For  thofe  who  bend  beneath  m.ortalit}''. 
If  in  the  body  there  was  but  one  part 
Subjeft  to  pain,  and  fenfible  of  fmart. 
And  but  one  paflion  could  torment  the  mind  j. 
That  part,  that  paffion,  bufy  fate  would  find  : 
But,  fmce  infirmities  in  both  abound. 
Since  forrow  both  fo  many  ways  can  wound  : 
Tis  not  fo  great  a  wonder  that  we  grieve 
Sometimes,  as  'tis  a  miracle  we  live. 

The  happieft  man  that  ever  breath 'd  on  earth. 
With  all  the  glories  of  eftate  and  birth. 
Had  yet  fome  anxious  care,  to  make  him  knov/, 
Ko  grandeur  v.as  above  the  reach  of  woe. 
To  be  from  all  things  that  difquiet,  free. 
Is  not  confident  with  humanity. 
Youth,  wit,  and  beauty,  are  fuch  charming  things^ 
O'er  v\hicji,  if  affluence  fprcads  her  gaudy  w ings,. 
Wc  think  the  perfon  w  ho  enjoys  fo  much. 
No  care  can  move,,  and  no  affliction  touch  ;* 
Yet  could  we  but  fome  fecret  method  find 
To  view  the  dark  rccefiTes  of  the  mind. 
We.  there  might  fee  the  hidden  feed  of  ftrife,. 
And  V,  oes  in  em.brv-o  ripening  into  life  : 
How  feme  fierce  lull,  or  boiikrous  pafiion,  fills 
The  labouring. fpirit  with  prolific  ills ; 
Pride,  envy,  or  revenge,  diftrad  the  foul. 
And  all  right  tealbn's  godlike  powers  control ; 

Bui 
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But  if  fhe  muft  not  be  allow'd  to  fway 
Though  all  without  appears  ferene  and  gay,. 
A  cankerous  venom  on  the  vitals  preys. 
And  poifons  all  the  comforts  of  his  days*. 

External  pomp  and  vifible  fuccefs 
Som.etimes  contribute  to  our  happinefs ; 
But  that  which  makes  it  genuine,  refin'd. 
Is  a  good  confcience  and  a  foul  refign'd. 
Then,  to  whatever  end  afRiclion  's  fent. 
To  try  our  virtues,  or  for  punifhment. 
We  bear  it  calmly,  though  a  ponderous  woe^ 
And  ftill  adore  the  hand  that  gives  the  blow  ;. 
For,  in  misfortunes  this  advantage  lies ; 
They  make  us  humble,  and  they  make  us  wife  -^ 
And  he  that  can  acquire  fuch  virtues,  gains 
An  ample  recompence  for  all  his  pains. 
Too  foft  carefies  of  a  profperous  fate 
The  pious  fervours  of  the  foul  abate ; 
Tempt  to  luxurious  eafe  our  carelefs  days^.. 
And  gloomy  vapour  round  the  fpirits  raife,. 
Thus  lull'd  into  a.lleep,  we  dozing  lie. 
And  find  ou5  ruin,  in  fecurity  ; 
Unlefs  fome  forrow  comes  to  our  relief^ 
And  breaks  th'  inchantment  by  a  timely  grief.. 
But  as  we  are  allow'd,  to  chear  our  fight. 
In  blackeft  days,  fome  glimmerings  of  light ; 
So,  in  the  mod  dejcftcd  hours  we  may 
The  fecret  pleafure  have  to  weep  and  pray  ; 
And  thofe  requcfxs  the  fpeedieft  pafiage  find 
■..0  Heaven,,  whidi  flow  from  an  afiliclcd  mind  i: 


And 
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And  while  to  him  we  open  our  diftrefs. 

Our  pains  grov/  lighter,  and  our  forrows  lefs. 

The  fineft  mulic  of  the  grove  we  owe 

To  mourning  Philomers  harmonious  woe  ; 

And  while  her  grief  's  in  charming  notes  exprefs'd, 

A  thorny  bramble  pricks  her  tender  breaft  ; 

In  warbling  melody  fhe  fpends  the  night. 

And  moves  at  once  ccmpaiTion  and  delight. 

No  choice  had  e'er  I'o  happy  an  event. 
But  he  that  made  it  did  that  choice  repent. 
So  weak  's  our  judgment,  and  fo  fhort  's  our  fight. 
We  cannot  level  our  own  wifhes  right : 
And  if  fometimes  we  make  a  wife  advance, 
T'  ourfdves  we  little  owe,  but  much  to  chance. 
So  that  when  Providence,  for  fecret  ends. 
Corroding  cares,  or  fliarp  affiidion,  fends; 
We  muft  conclude  it  bell  it  ihould  be  fo. 
And  not  defponding  or  impatient  grow. 
For  he  that  will  his  confidence  remove 
From  boundlefs  wifdom  and  eternal  love. 
To  place  it  on  himfelf,  or  human  aid. 
Will  meet  thofe  woes  he  labours  to  evade. 
But,  in  the  keeneft  agonies  of  grief. 
Content  's  a  cordial  that  ftili  gives  relief: 
Heaven  is  not  ahvays  angry  when  he  flrikes. 
But  moft  chailifes  thofe  whom  moft  he  likes ; 
And,  if  with  humble  fpirits  they  complain. 
Relieves  the  anguifn,  or  rewards  the  pain. 


TO 
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TO      ANOTHER      FRIEND 
UNDER    AFFLICTION. 

SINCE  the  firft  man  by  difobedience  fell 
An  eafy  conqueft  to  the  powers  of  hell. 
There  's  none  in  every  ftage  of  life  can  be 
From  the  infults  of  bold  afflidion  free. 
If  a  ihort  refpite  gives  us  fome  relief. 
And  interrupts  the  feries  of  our  grief. 
So  quick  the  pangs  of  mifery  return. 
We  joy  by  minutes,  but  by  years  we  mourn, 

Reafon  renn'd,  and  to  pcrfec'ticn  brought. 
By  wife  philofophy,  and  ferious  thought. 
Support  the  foul  beneath  the  ponderous  weight 
Of  angry  ftars,  and  unpropitious  fate  ; 
Then  is  the  time  Ihe  (hould  exert  her  power. 
And  make  us  pradice  what  fnc  taught  before. 
For  why  are  fuch  voluminous  authors  read, ' 
The  learned  labours  of  the  famous  dead. 
But  to  prepare  the  mind  for  its  defence. 
By  fage  refults,  and  well-digefted  fenfe ; 
That,  when  the  ilorm  of  mifery  appears. 
With  all  its  real  or  fantaftic  fears. 
We  either  may  the  rolling  danger  fly. 
Or  ftem  the  tide  before  it  fwells  too  high. 

But  though  the  theory  of  wifdom  's  known 
W^ith  eafe,  what  fhould,  and  what  Ihould  not  be  done ; 

Yet 
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Yet  all  the  labour  in  the  praf^ice  lies. 

To  be,  in  more  than  words  and  notion,  wife  > 

The  faered  truth  of  found  philofophy      " 

We  ftudy  early,  but  we  late  apply. 

When  ftubborn  anguil"h  feizes  on  the  foul. 

Right  reafon  would  its  haughty  rage  control ;. 

But,  if  it  may  n't  be  fuffer'd  to  endure. 

The  pain  is  juft,  when  we  rejedt  the  cure. 

For  many  men,  clofe  obfervation  finds. 

Of  copious  learning,  and  exalted  minds. 

Who  tremble  at  the  f  ght  of  daring  woes^ 

And  ftoop  ignobly  to  the  vileft  foes ; 

As  if  they  underftood  not  how  to  be 

Or  wife,  or  brave,  but  in  felicity  j 

And  by  fome  action,  fervile  or  unjufl:,. 

Lay  all  their  former  glories  in  the  dull. 

For  wifdom  firft  the  wretched  mortal  flies. 

And  leaves  him  naked  to  his  enemies : 

So  that,  when  mod  his  prudence  (hould  be  fhewn^ 

The  mcft  imprudent,  giddy  things  are  done. 

For  when  the  mind  's  furrounded  with  diftrefs^. 

Fear  or  inconftancy  the  judgment  pr€fs> 

And  render  it  incapable  to  make 

Wife  refoluticns,  or  good  counfels  take.. 

Yet  there  '"s  a  fteadinefsof  foul  and  thought,. 

By  reafon  bred,  and  by  religion  taught. 

Which,  like  a  rock  amidft  the  llormy  waves, 

Unmov'd  remains,  and  all  affliction  braves. 

In  (harp  misfortunes,  fome  will  fearch  too  deep 
What  Heaven  prohibits,  and  would  fecret  keep  ;. 

But 
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^ut  thofe  events  'tis  better  not  to  know. 
Which  known,  ferve  only  to  increafe  our  woe. 
Knowledge  forbid  ('tis  dangerous  to  purfue) 
With  guilt  begins,  and  ends  with  ruin  too. 
For,  had  our  earlieft  parents  been  content 
Not  to  know  more  than  to  be  innocent. 
Their  ignorance  of  evil  had  preferv'd 
Their  joys  entire  ;  for  then  they  had  not  fwerv'd. 
But  they  imagin'd  (their  defires  were  fuch) 
They  knew  too  little,  till  they  kiiew  too  much. 
E'er  fmce  my  folly  moft  to  wifdom  rife  j 
And  few  -are,  but  by  fad  experience,  wife, 

Confider,  Friend  !  who  all  your  bleflings  gave. 
What  are  recall'd  again,  and  what  you  have  -, 
And  do  not  murmur  when  you  are  bereft 
Of  little,  if  you  have  abundance  left : 
Confider  too,  how  many  thoufands  are 
Under  the  worft  of  miferies,  defpair; 
And  -do  n't  repine  at  what  you  now  endure  ; 
Cuftom  will  ^ive  you  eafe,  or  time  will  cure  : 
Once  more  confider,  that  the  prefent  ill. 
Though  it  be  great,  may  yet  be  greater  ftill ; 
And  be  not  anxious  ;  for,  to  undergo 
One  grief,  is  nothing  to  a  numerous  woe. 
But  fince  it  is  impoiTible  to  be 
Human,  and  not  expos'd  to  mifery. 
Bear  it,  my  friend,  as  bravtly  as  you  can  : 
You  are  not  more,  and  be  not  lefs  than  man  -^ 

Afflidionspaft  can  no  exiftence  find. 
But  in  xhe  wild  ideas  of  the  mind  ; 

And 
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And  why  Ihould  we  for  thofe  misfortunes  mourn,. 

Which  have  been  fairer 'd,  and  can  ne'er  return  ? 

Thofe  that  have  weather'd  a  tempeftuous  night. 

And  find  a  calm  approaching  with  the  light. 

Will  not,  unlefs  their  rcafon  they  difovvn. 

Still  make  thofe  dangers  prefent  that  are  gone. 

What  is  behind  the  curtain  none  can  fee ; 

It  may  be  joy  :  fuppofe  it  mifer}' ; 

'Tis  future  ftill ;  and  that  which  is  not  here> 

May  never  come,  or  we  may  never  bear. 

Therefore  the  prefent  ill  alone  we  ought 

To  view,  in  reafon,  with  a  troubled  thought  i 

But,  if  we  may  the  facred  pages  trufl. 

He  's  always  happy,  that  is  always  juft. 

T     O       H     I     S       F     Pv     I     E     N     D 
INCLINED      TO      MARRY. 

IVv^ould  not  have  you,  Strephon,  choofe  a  mate. 
From  too  exalted,  or  too  mean  a  ilate ; 
For  in  both  thefe  we  may  expect  to  iind 
A  creeping  fpirit,  or  a  haughty  mind. 
Who  moves  withm  the  middle  region,  (hares- 
The  h^Si  difquiets,  and  the  fmaileft  cares. 
Let  her  extraction  with  true  luftre  Ihine  ; 
If  fomething  brighter,  not  too  bright  for  thine  t 
Her  education  liberal,  not  great ; 
Neither  inferior,  nor  above  her  Hate. 
3_£t  her  have  wit ;  but  let  that  wit  be  free 
From  a&dation,  pride,  and  pedantry  : 

For 
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Vox  the  efFeft  of  woman's  wit  is  fuch. 

Too  little  is  as  dangerous  as  too  much. 

But  chiefly  let  her  humour  clofe  with  thine  ; 

Unlefs  where  yours  does  to  a  fault  incline  ; 

The  leaft  difparity  in  this  deftroys. 

Like  fulphurous  blafts,  the  very  buds  of  joys. 

Her  perfon  amiable,  ftraight  and  free 

From  natural,  or  chance,  deformity. 

Let  not  her  years  exceed,  if  equal  thine; 

For  women  paft  their  vigor,  foon  decline  : 

Her  fortune  competent ;  and,  if  thy  fight 

Can  reach  fofar,  take  care  'tis  gather'd  right. 

If  thine  's  enough,  then  hers  may  be  the  lefs  : 

Do  not  afpire  to  riches  in  excefs. 

For  that  which  makes  our  lives  delightful  prove^. 

Is  a  genteel  fufficiency  and  love. 

TO     A    PAINTER     DRAWING 
D  O  R  r  N  D  A  •  S     PICTURE. 

PAINTER,  the  utmoft  of  thy  judgm.ent  (liew  > 
Exceed  ev'n  Titian,  and  great  Angelo  ; 
With  all  the  livelinefs  of  thought  exprefs 
The  moving  features  of  Dorinda's  face* 
Thou  canft  not  flatter,  where  fuch  beauty  dwells  5. 
Her  charms  thy  colours,  and  thy  art,  excells.. 
Others  lefs  fair,  may  from  thy  pencil  have 
Graces,  which  fparing  Nature  never  gave;; 
But  in  Dorinda's  afpeft  thou  Vv  lit  fee 
Such  as  v/ill  pofe  thy  famous  art,  ajid  thee ;. 

So 
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So  great,  fo  many  in  her  face  unite. 

So  well  proportion'd,  and  fo  wondrous  bright. 

No  human  -ikill  can  e'er  exprefs  them  all.. 

But  muft  do  wrong  to  th'  fair  original. 

An  angel's  hand  alone  the  pencil  fits. 

To  mix  the  colours  when  an  an^el  fits. 

Thy  picture  may  as  like  Dorinda  be 
As  art  of  man  can  paint  a  deity; 
And  juftly  may  perhaps,  when  fine  withdraws. 
Excite  our  wonder,  and  deferve  applaufe  : 
But  when  compar'd,  you  '11  be  oblig'd  to  own. 
No  art  can  equal  what  's  by  Nature  done. 
Great  Lely's  noble  hand,  excell'd  by  few. 
The  pidure  fairer  than  the  perfon  drew  : 
He  took  the  bed  that  Nature  could  impart. 
And  made  it  better  by  his  powerful  art. 
But  had  he  feen  that  bright,  furprizing  grace, 
\Vhich  fpreads  itfclf  o'er  alJ  Darinda's  face. 
Vain  had  been  all  the  effays  of  his  (kill ; 
She  muft  have  been  confeft  the  faireft  ftill. 

<Heaven  in  a  landfcape  may  be  wondrous  fine. 
And  look  .as  bright  as  painted  light  can  Ihine  j 
But  ftill  the  real  glories  of  the  place 
All  artj  by  infiriie  degrees,  furpafs. 


TO 
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TO     THE      PAINTER,      AFTER     HE      HAD      FINISHED 
DORINDA's    PICTURE. 

PAIN'TER,  thou  haft  perform'd  what  man  can  do; 
Only  Dorinda's  felf  more  charms  can  fhew. 
Bold  are  thy  ftrokes,  and  delicate  each  touch  ; 
But  ftill  the  beauties  of  her  face  are  fuch 
As  cannot  juftly  be  defcrib'd ;  though  all 
Confefs  't  is  like  the  bright  original. 
In  her,  and  in  thy  pifture,  we  may  view 
The  utmoft  Nature,  or  that  Art,  can  do ; 
Each  is  a  mafter-piece,  defign'd  fo  well. 
That  future  times  may  ftrive  to  parallel ; 
But  neither  Art  nor  Nature  \  able  to  excel. 


} 


CRUELTY    AND    LUST. 

AN      EPISTOLARY      ESSAY*. 

W  PI  ERE  can  the  wretched'ft  of  all  creatures  fly. 
To  tell  the  ftory  of  her  mifery  ? 
Where,  but  to  faithful  Ca?lia,  in  whofe  mind 
A  manly  bravery  's  with  foft  pity  join'd. 
I  fear,  thefe  lines  will  fcarce  be  underftood, 
Blurr'd  with  inceffant  tears,  and  writ  in  blood  ; 

*  This  piece  was  occafioned  by  the  barbarity  of  Klike,  a 
commander  in  the  Weftern  Rebellion,  1685,  who  debauched  a 
young  lady  with  a  promife  to  fave  her  hufband's  life,  but  hanged 
him  the  next  morning. 

Vol.  XVII.  F  But 


66  POMFRET*S    POE  M  S. 

But  if  you  can  the  mournful  pages  read. 
The  fad  relation  fhews  you  fuch  a  deed> 
As  all  the  annals  of  th'  infernal  reign 
Shall  ftrive  to  equal,  or  exceed  in  vain. 

Neronior's  fame,  no  doubt,  has  reach'd  your  ears^ 
Whofe  cruelty  has  caus'd  a  fea  of  tears ; 
Fill'd  each  lamenting  town  with  funeral  fighs. 
Deploring  widows  fhrieks,  and  orphans  cries. 
At  every  health  the  horrid  monfier  quaff 'd. 
Ten  wretches  dy'd,  and  as  they  dy'd  he  laugh'd  : 
Till,  tir'd  with  adling  devil,  he  was  led. 
Drunk  with  excefs  of  blood  and  wine,  to  bed. 

Oh,  curled  place ! 1  can  no  more  command 

My  pen :  Hianse  and  confufion  fhake  my  hand  ; 

But  I  muft  on,  and  let  my  Caelia  know 

How  barbarous  are  my  wrongs,  how  vaft  my  woe. 

Among  the  crowds  of  Weftern  youths  who  ran 
To  meet  the  brave,  betray'd  unhappy  man  *, 

My  hufnand,  fatally  uniting,  went ; 

Unus'd  to  arras,  and  thoughtlefs  of  th'  event. 

But  when  the  battle  was  by  treacher)^  won. 

The  chief,  and  all  but  his  falfe  friend,  undone; 

Though,  in  the  tumult  of  that  defperate  night, 

He  'fcap'd  the  dreadful  llaughter  of  the  fight ; 

Yet  the  fagacious  bloodhounds,  fkill'd  too  well 

In  all  the  murdering  qualities  of  hell. 

Each  fee  ret  place  fo  regularly  beat. 

They  foon  difcover'd  his  unfafe  retreat. 

•  The  Duke  of  Monmouth. 
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As  hungry  wolves  triumphing  o'er  their  prey. 

To  fure  deftrudion  hurry  them  away ; 

So  the  purve}'ors  of  fierce  Moloc's  ion 

With  Charion  to  the  common  butchery  run; 

Where  proud  Neronior  by  his  gibbet  liood, 

'I  o  glut  himillf  with  frefh  fupplics  of  blood. 

Our  friends,  by  powerful  interceffion,  gain'd 

A  fhort  reprieve,  but  for  three  days  obtain'd. 

To  try  all  ways  might  to  compaflion  move 

The  favage  general ;  but  in  \  ain  they  ftrove. 

When  I  perceiv'd  that  all  addreifes  fail'd. 

And  nothing  o'er  his  ftubborn  foul  prevail'd ; 

Diitracled  almoll,  to  his  tent  I  flew. 

To  make  the  lail  effort,  what  tears  could  do. 

Low  on  my  knees  I  fell ;  then  thus  began : 

Great  genius  of  fuccefs,  thou  more  than  man ! 

Whofe  arms  to  every  clime  have  terror  hurl'd. 

And  carry 'd  conqueft  round  the  trembling  world ! 

Still  may  the  brighteft  glories  Fame  can  lend. 

Your  fvvord,.  your  condud,  and  your  caufe,  attend. 

Here  now  the  arbiter  of  fate  you  fit. 

While  fuppliant  flaves  their  rebel  heads  fubmit. 

Oh,  pity  the  unfortunate !  and  give 

But  this  one  thing  :  Oh,  let  but  Charion  live ! 

And  take  the  little  all  that  v/e  polTefs. 

I  "11  bear  the  meagre  anguifh  of  diftrefs 

Content,  nay,  pleas'd,  to  beg  or  earn  my  breads 

Let  Charion  live,  no  matter  how  I  'm  fed*. 

F  2  The 
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The  fall  of  fuch  a  youth  no  luilre  brings 

To  him  whofe  fword  perforins  fuch  wondrous  things 

As  faving  kingdoms,  and  fupporting  kings. 

That  triumph  only  with  true  grandeur  Ihines, 

Where  godlike  courage,  godlike  pity  joins. 

Casfar,  the  eldefx  favourite  of  war. 

Took  nor  more  pleafure  to  fubmit,  than  fpare  : 

And  fmce  in  battle  you  can  greater  be. 

That  over,  be  n't  lefs  merciful  than  he. 

Ignoble  fpirits  by  revenge  are  known. 

And  cruel  adlions  fpoil  the  conqueror'o  crown ; 

In  future  hiftories  fill  each  mournful  page 

With  tales  of  blood,  and  monuments  of  rage : 

And,  while  his  annals  are  with  horror  read. 

Men  curfe  him  living,  and  detefi:  him  dead. 

Oh  !  do  not  fully  with  a  fanguine  dye 

(The  fouled  ftain)  fo  fair  a  memory ! 

Then,  as  you  '11  live  the  glory  of  our  ifle. 

And  Fate  on  all  your  expeditions  fmile  : 

So  when  a  noble  courfc  you  've  bravely  ran. 

Die  the  bed  foldier,  and  the  happieft  man. 

None  can  the  turns  of  Providence  forefee. 

Or  what  their  own  cataftrophe  may  be  ; 

Therefore,  to  perfons  labouring  under  woe. 

That  mercy  they  may  want,  fhculd  always  fhew  : 

For  in  the  chance  of  war  the  flighted  thing 

May  lofe  the  battle,  or  the  vidtory  bring. 

And  how  would  you  that  general's  honour  prize. 

Should  in  cool  blood  his  captive  facrince  ? 

He 
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He  that  with  rebel  arras  to  fight  is  led. 
To  jiiftice  forfeits  his  opprobrious  head  : 
But  't  is  unhappy  Charion's  firft  offence, 
Seduc'd  by  fome  too  plaufible  pretence. 
To  take  the  injuring  fide  b)-  error  brought ; 
He  had  no  malice,  though  he  has  the  fault. 
Let  the  old  tempters  find  a  Ihameful  grave. 
But,  the  half-innocent,  the  tempted,  fave; 
Vengeance  divine,  though  for  the  greiueft  crime. 
But  rarely  ftrikes  the  firft  or  fecond  time : 
And  he  beft  follows  th'  Almighty's  v.  ill. 
Who  fpares  the  guilty  he  has  pov.cr  to  kill. 
When  proud  rebellions  would  unhinge  a  flate. 
And  wild  diforders  in  a  land  create,  ^ 
*T  is  requifite  the  firft  promoters  fliould 
Pat  out  the  flames  they  kindled  with  their  blood  : 
But  fure  't  h  a  degree  of  murder  all 
That  draw  their  fwords  fnould  undiltinguifh'd  fall. 
And  fince  a  mercy  m.uft  to  fome  be  fliewn. 
Let  Charion  'mongft  the  happy  few  be  one  : 
For  as  none  guilty  has  lefs  guilt  than  he. 
So  none  for  pardon  has  a  fairer  plea. 

When  David's  general  had  won  the  field. 
And  Abfalom,  the  lov'd  ungrateful,  kill'd. 
The  trumpets  founding  made  all  fiaughter  ceafe. 
And  milled  Ifraelites  returned  in  peace. 
The  action  part,  where  fo  much  blood  was  fpilt. 
We  hear  of  none  arraign'd  for  that  day's  guilt; 
But  all  concludes  with  the  defir'd  event. 
The  monarch  pardons,  and  the  Jev/s  repent. 

F  3  As 
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As  great  example  your  great  courage  warms. 
And  to  iiluftrious  deeds  excites  your  arms; 
So  when  you  inltances  of  m.ercy  \iew. 
They  fhould  infpire  you  with  compaflion  too : 
For  he  that  emulates  the  truly  brave. 
Would  always  conquer,  and  fhould  always  fave. 

Here,  interrupting,  ftern  Neronior  cry'd, 
(Swell'd  with  fuccefs,  and  blubber'd  up  with  pride) 
Madam,  his  life  depends  upon  my  will. 
For  every  rebel  I  can  fpare  or  kill. 
I  '11  think  of  what  you  've  faid  :  this  night  return 
At  ten,  perhaps  you  '11  have  no  caufe  to  mourn. 
Go,  fee  your  hulband,  bid  him  not  defpair ; 
His  crime  is  great,  but  you  are  wondrous  fair. 

When  anxious  miferies  the  foul  amaze. 
And  dire  confufion  in  the  fpirits  raife. 
Upon  the  leaft  appearance  of  relief. 
Our  hopes  revive,  and  mitigate  our  grief; 
Impatience  makes  our  wifnes  earned  grow. 
Which  through  falfe  optics  our  deliverance  (hew. 
For  while  we  fancy  danger  does  appear 
Moft  at  a  dillance,  it  is  oft  too  near. 
And  many  times,  fecure  from  obvious  foes. 
We  fall  into  an  ambufcade  of  woes. 

Pleas'd  with  tlie  falfe  Neronior's  dark  reply, 
I  thought  the  end  of  all  my  forrows  nigh. 
And  to  the  main-guard  haften'd,  where  the  prey. 
Of  this  blood-thirfty  fiend,  in  durance  lay. 
When  Charion  faw  me,  from  his  turfy  bed 
With  ea^ernefs  hie  rais'd  his  drooping  head : 

Oh! 
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Oh !  fly,  my  dear,  this  guilty  place,  he  cry'd. 

And  in  fome  diftant  clime  thy  virtue  hide ! 

Here  nothing  but  the  fouleft  daemons  dwell. 

The  refuge  of  the  damn'd,  and  mob  of  hell. 

The  air  they  breathe  is  every  atom  curfl : 

There  's  no  degree  of  ills,  for  all  are  worll. 

In  rapes  and  murders  they  alone  delight. 

And  villanies  of  lefs  importance  flight : 

Aft  them  indeed,  but  fcorn  they  fhould  be  nam'd. 

For  all  their  glory  's  to  be  more  than  damn'd. 

Neronior  's  chief  of  this  infernal  crew^ 

And  feems  to  merit  that  high  ftation  too : 

Nothing  but  rage  and  lull  infpire  his  bread. 

By  Afmodai  and  Moloc  both  pofieft. 

When  told  you  went  to  intercede  for  me. 

It  threw  my  foul  into  an  agony ; 

Not  that  1  would  not  for  my  freedom  give 

What  '3  requifite,  or  do  not  wifli  to  livcj 

But  for  my  fafety.  I  can  ne'er  be  bafe. 

Or  buy  a  few  fhort  years  with  long  difgrace; 

Nor  would  I  have  your  yet  unfpotted  fame 

For  me  expos'd  to  an  eternal  fhame. 

With  ignominy  to  preferve  my  breath. 

Is  worfe,  by  infinite  degrees,  than  death. 

But  if  I  can  't  my  life  with  honour  fave. 

With  honour  I  '11  defcend  into  the  grave. 

For  though  revenge  and  malice  both  combine 

(As  both  to  fix  my  ruin  feem  to  join) 

Yet,  maugre  all  their  violence  and  (kill, 

I  can  die  juil,  and  I  'm  refolv'd  I  will, 

F  4  But 
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But  what  is  death  we  fo  unwifely  fear  ? 
An  end  of  all  our  bufy  tumults  here  ; 
The  equal  lot  of  poverty  and  ftate. 
Which  all  partake  of  by  a  certain  fate. 
Whoe'er  the  profpeft  of  mankind  furveys. 
At  divers  ages,  and  by  divers  ways.. 
Will  find  them  from  this  noify  fcene  retire ; 
Some  the  firli  minute  that  they  breathe,  expire : 
Others,  perhaps,  furvive  to  talk,  and  go ; 
But  die,  before  they  good  or  evil  know. 
Here  one  to  puberty  arrives ;  and  then 
Returns  lamented  to  the  dull  again  : 
Another  there  maintains  a  longer  ftrife 
With  all  the  powerful  enemies  of  life ; 
Till,  with  vexation  tir'd,  and  threefcore  years. 
He  drops  into  the  dark,  and  difappears. 
I  'm  young,  indeed,  and  might  exped  to  fee 
Times  future,  long  and  late  pofterity, 
"'TIS  what  with  reafon  I  could  wifh  to  do. 
If  to  be  old,  were  to  be  happy  too. 
But  fmce  fubftantial  grief  fo  foon  deftroys 
The  guft  of  all  imaginary  joys. 
Who  would  be  too  importunate  to  live. 
Or  more  for  life,  than  it  can  merit,  give  ! 

Beyond  the  grave  ftupendous  regions  lie. 
The  bcundlefs  realms  of  vaft  eternity  ; 
W^here  minds,  remov'd  from  earthly  bodies,  dwell; 
But  who  their  government  or  laws  can  tell  ? 
What  's  their  employment  till  the  final  doom 
And  time  's  eternal  period  fiiall  come  ? 

Thus 
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Thus  much  the  facred  oracles  declare. 

That  all  are  blefs'd  or  miferable  there ; 

Though,  if  there  's  fuch  variety  of  fate. 

None  good  expire  too  foon,  nor  bad  too  late. 

For  my  own  part,  with  refignation,  ftill 

I  can  fubmit  to  my  Creator's  will ; 

Let  him  recall  the  breath  from  him  I  drew. 

When  he  thinks  lit,  and  v\  hen  he  pleafes  too. 

The  way  of  dying  is  my  leaft  concern ; 

That  will  give  no  dillurbance  to  my  urn. 

If  to  the  feats  of  happinefs  I  go. 

There  end  all  poiTible  returns  of  woe  : 

And  when  to  thofe  bldi  manfions  I  arrive. 

With  pity  I  '11  behold  thofe  that  furvive. 

Once  more  I  beg,  you  'd  from  thefe  tents  retreat;^ 

And  leave  me  to  my  innocence  and  fate. 

Charion,  faid  I,  Oh,  do  not  urge  my  flight  J 
I  *11  fee  the  event  of  this  important  night : 
Some  ftrange  prefages  in  my  foul  forebode. 
The  worft  of  miferies,  or  the  greateft  o-ood. 
Few  hours  will  fhew  the  utmoit  of  my  doom  5 
A  joyful  fafety,  or  a  peaceful  tomb. 
If  you  mifcarry,  I  'm  refolv'd  to  try 
If  gracious  Heaven  will  fuffer  me  to  die : 
For,  when  you  are  to  endlefs  raptures  gone. 
If  I  furvive,  't  is  but  to  be  undone. 
Who  will  fupport  an  injur 'd  widow's  right. 
From  fly  injufiice,  or  oppreffive  might  ? 
Protect  her  perfon,  or  her  caufe  defend  ? 
She  rarely  v,ants  a  foe,  or  finds  a  friend  : 

IVe 
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I  Ve  no  diftruft  of  Providence  ;  but  ftill 
'Tis  heft  to  go  beyond  the  reach  of  ill : 
And  thofe  can  have  no  reafon  to  repent. 
Who,  though  diey  die  betimes,  die  innocent. 
But  to  a  world  of  everlafting  blifs 
Why  would  you  go,  and  leave  me  here  in  this ! 
'Tis  a  dark  paflage ;  but  our  foes  fhall  view, 
I  '11  die  as  calm,  though  not  fo  brave,  as  you : 
That  my  behaviour  to  the  Lift  may  prove 
Your  courage  is  not  greater  than  my  love. 

The  hour  approach'd  ;  as  to  Neronior's  tent. 
With  trembling,  but  impatient  fteps,  I  went, 
A  thoufand  horrors  throng'd  into  my  breaft. 
By  iad  ideas  and  ftrong  fears  pofieft  : 
Where'er  I  pafs'"d,  the  glaring  lights  would  fiiew 
Frefli  objefts  of  defpair,  and  fcenes  of  woe. 

Here,  in  a  crowd  of  drunken  foldiers,  ftood 
A  wretched,  poor,  old  man,  befmear'd  with  blood; 
And  at  his  feet,  juft  through  the  body  run. 
Struggling  for  life,  was  laid  his  only  fon; 
By  whofe  hard  labour  he  was  daily  fed. 
Dividing  ftill,  uith  pious  care,  his  bread  : 
And  while  he  mourn'd,  with  floods  of  aged  tears. 
The  fole  fupport  of  his  decrepid  years. 
The  barbarous  mob,  whofe  rage  no  limit  knows. 
With  blafphemous  derifion,  mock'd  his  woes. 

There,  under  a  wide  oak,  difconfolate. 
And  drown'd  in  tears,  a  mournful  widow  fate. 
High  in  the  boughs  the  murder'd  father  hung ; 
Beneath,  the  children  round  the  mother  clung  : 

They 
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They  cry'd  for  food,  but 't  was  without  relief: 
For  all  they  had  to  live  upon,  was  grief. 
A  forrow  fo  intenfe,  fuch  deep  defpair. 
No  creature,  merely  human,  long  could  bear, 
Firft  in  her  arms  her  weeping  babes  ftie  took. 
And,  with  a  groan,  did  to  her  hulband  look  : 
Then  lean'd  her  head  on  theirs,  and,  fighing,  cry'd. 
Pity  me.  Saviour  of  the  world  !  and  dy'd. 

From  this  fad  fpedlacle  my  eyes  I  turn'd. 
Where  fons  their  fathers,  maids  their  lovers,  mourn'd  ; 
Friends  for  their  friends,  fifters  for  brothers,  wept, 
Prifoners  of  war,  in  chains,  for  flaughter  kept ; 
Each  every  hour  did  the  black  meffage  dread. 
Which  {hould  declare  the  perfon  lov'd  was  dead. 
Then  I  beheld,  with  brutal  Ihouts  of  mirth, 
A  comely  youth,  and  of  no  common  birth. 
To  execution  led  ;  who  hardly  bore 
The  wounds  in  battle  he  receiv'd  before: 
And,  as  he  pafs'd,  I  heard  him  bravely  cry, 
I  neither  wifli  to  live,  nor  fear  to  die. 

At  the  curs'd  tent  arriv'd,  without  delay, 
1  hey  did  me  to  the  general  convey  : 

Who  thus  began 

Madam  !  by  freOi  intelligence,  I  find, 
That  Chorion's  treafon  's  of  the  bJackeft  kind ; 
And  my  commifiion  is  exprefs  to  fpare 
None  that  fo  deeply  in  rebellion  are  : 
Nev/  meafures  therefore  't  is  vain  to  try; 
No  pardon  can  be  granted  j  he  muli  die. 
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Muft,  or  I  hazard  ail :  which  yet  I  'd  do 
To  be  oblig'd  in  one  requeft  by  you  : 
And,  maugre  all  the  dangers  I  forefee. 
Be  mine  this  night,  I  '11  fet  your  huiband  free. 
Soldiers  are  rough,  and  cannot  hope  fuccefs 
By  fupple  flattery,  and  by  foft  addrefs  ; 
The  pert,  gay  coxcomb,  by  thefe  little  arts> 
Gains  an  afcendant  o'er  the  ladies  hearts. 
But  I  can  no  fuch  whining  methods  ufe  : 
Confent,  he  lives ;  he  dies,  if  you  refufe. 

Amaz'd  at  this  demand  ;  faid  I,  The  brave. 
Upon  ignoble  terms,  difdain  to  fave  : 
They  let  their  captives  ftill  with  honour  live. 
No  more  require,  than  what  themfelves  would  give  ; 
For,  generous  vidcrs,  as  they  fcorn  to  do 
Difhoneft  things,  fcorn  to  propofe  them  too. 
Mercy,  the  brightefl:  virtue  of  the  mind. 
Should  with  no  devious  appetite  be  join'd : 
For  if,  when  exercis'd,  a  crime  it  coft, 
Th'  intrinfic  luftre  of  the  deed  is  loft. 
Great  men  their  adions  of  a  piece  fhould  have ; 
Heroic  all,  and  each  intirely  brave ; 
From  the  nice  rules  of  honour  none  (hould  fvverve; 
Dorie,  becaufe  good,  without  a  mean  referve. 

The  crimes  new  charg'd  upon  the  unhappy  youth. 
May  have  revenge,  and  malice,  but  no  truth. 
Suppofe  the  accufation  juflly  brought. 
And  clearly  prov'd  to  the  minuteft  thought; 
Yet  m.ercies  next  to  infinite  abate 
Offences  next  to  infinitely  great : 

And 
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And  't  is  the  glor}^  of  a  noble  mind. 

In  full  forgivenefs  not  to  be  confin'd. 

Your  prince's  frowns  if  you  have  caufe  to  fear. 

This  aft  will  more  illuftrious  appear ; 

Though  his  excufe  can  never  be  withftood. 

Who  difobeys,  but  only  to  be  good. 

Perhaps  the  hazard  's  more  than  you  exprefs ; 

The  glory  would  be,  were  the  danger  lefs. 

For  he  that,  to  his  prejudice,  will  do 

A  noble  aftion,  and  a  generous  too, 

Deferves  to  wear  a  more  refplendent  crown 

Than  he  that  has  a  thoufand  battles  won. 

Do  not  invert  divine  ccmpaffion  fo. 

As  to  be  cruel,  and  no  mercy  Ihew ! 

Of  what  renown  can  fuch  an  aftion  be. 

Which  faves  my  hufband's  life,  but  ruins  me  ? 

Though,  if  you  finally  refolve  to  Hand 

Upon  fo  vile,  inglorious  a  demand. 

He  muft  fubmit ;  if  't  is  my  fate  to  mourn 

His  death,  I  '11  bathe  with  virtuous  tears  his  urn. 

Well,  madam,  haughtily,  Neronior  cry'd. 
Your  courage  and  your  virtue  fhall  be  try'd. 
But  to  prevent  all  profpeft  of  a  flight. 
Some  of  my  *  lambs  (hall  be  your  guard  to-nioht : 
Ey  them,  no  doubt,  you  '11  tenderly  be  us'd  ; 
They  feldom  afk  a  favour  that  's  refus'd : 
Perhaps  you  '11  find  them  fo  gentcdy  bred. 
They  '11  leave  you  but  kw  virtuous  tears  to  CiiGd, 

*  Kirke  ufed  to  call  the  moft  inhuman  of  his  foldkrs  hia 
■  iambs. 

Surrounded 
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Surrounded  with  fo  innocent  a  throng. 
The  night  muft  pafs  delightfully  along : 
And  in  the  morning,  fince  you  will  net  give 
What  I  require,  to  let  your  hufoand  live. 
You  fhall  behold  him  figh  his  lateit  breath. 
And  gently  fwing  Lnto  the  arms  of  death. 
His  fate  h£  merits,  as  to  rebels  due  : 
And  yours  will  be  as  much  deferv'd  by  you. 

Oh  Caelia,  think !  fo  far  as  thought  can  Ihew, 
What  pangs  of  grief,  what  agonies  of  woe. 
At  this  dire  refolution,  feiz'd  ray  breaft ! 
By  all  things  fad  and  terrible  poiTefi, 
In  vain  I  wept,  and  't  was  in  vain  I  pray'd> 
For  all  my  prayers  were  to  a  tigpr  made : 
A  tiger !  worfe ;  for,  't  is  beyond  difpute. 
No  fiend  '&  fo  cruel  as  a  reafoning  brute. 
Encompafs'd  thus,  and  hopelefs  of  relief. 
With  all  the  fquadrons  of  defpair  and  grief,, 

Ruin it  was  not  poffible  to  Ihun  : 

What  could  I  do  ?  Oh  !  what  would  you  have  done  ? 

The  hours  that  pafs'd,  till  the  black  morn  return'd. 
With  tears  of  blood  fhould  be  for  ever  mourn'd. 
When,  to  involve  me  v/ith  confum.matc  grief. 
Beyond  expreffion,  and  above  belief. 
Madam,  the  monfter  cry'd,  that  you  may  find 
I  can  be  grateful  to  the  fair  that  's  kind ; 
Step  to  the  door,  I  '11  fhew  you  fuch  a  fight. 
Shall  overwhelm  your  fpirits  with  delight. 
Does  not  that  wretch,  who  would  dethrone  his  king. 
Become  the  gibbet,  and  adorn  the  ilring? 

Yoii 
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You  need  not  now  an  injur'd  hufband  dread ; 
Living  he  might,  he  '11  not  upbraid  you  dead, 
'T  was  for  your  fake  I  feiz'd  upon  his  life; 
He  would  perhaps  have  fcorn'd  fo  challe  a  wife. 
And,  madam,  you  '\\  excufe  the  zeal  I  fhew. 
To  keep  that  fecret  none  alive  fhould  knov/. 

Curs'd  of  all  creatures!  for,  compar'd  with  thee-, 
The  devils,  faid  I,  are  dull  in  cruelty. 
Oh,  may  that  tongue  eternal  vipers  breed. 
And  waftelefs  their  eternal  hunger  feed  ^ 
In  fires  too  hot  for  falamanders  dwell. 
The  burning  earneft  of  a  hotter  hell ; 
May  that  vile  lump  of  execrable  lull 
Corrupt  alive,  and  rot  into  the  duft ! 
May'ft  thou,  defpairing  at  the  point  of  deaths 
With  oaths  and  blafphemies  refign  thy  breath  ; 
And  the  worft  torments  that  the  damn'd  fliould  fliat-e^^ 
Li  thine  own  perfon  all  united  bear! 

Ob  Csclia !  oh  my  friend  !  what  age  can  fhew 

Sorrows  like  mine,  fo  exquifite  a  woe  ? 

Indeed  it  does  not  infinite  appear, 

Becaufe  it  can  't  be  sverlafiing  here : 

Bat  it  's  fo  vafi,  that  it  can  ne'er  increafe  : 

And  fo  confinn'd,  it  never  can  be  lefs. 


O   !f 
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ON  THE   MARRIAGE   OF   THE    EARL   OF   A WITH 

THE    COUNTESS   OF   S . 

TRIUMPHANT  beauty  never  looks  xb  gay. 
As  on  the  morning  of  a  nuptial  day. 
Love  then  witliin  a  larger  circle  moves. 
New  graces  adds,  and  every  charm  improves : 
While  Hymen  does  his  facred  rites  prepare. 
The  bufy  nymphs  attend  the  trembling  fair; 
Whofe  veins  are  fwell'd  with  an  unufual  heat. 
And  eager  pulfes  with  ftrange  motions  beat : 
Alternate  palTions  various  thoughts  impart. 
And  painful  joys  diilend  her  throbbing  heart : 
Her  fears  are  great,  and  her  defires  are  ftrong : 
The  minutes  fly  too  fail — yet  (lay  too  long : 
Jsow  Ihe  is  ready — the  next  moment  not ; 
All  things  are  done — then  fomething  is  forgot : 
She  fears — ytt  wilhes  the  ftrange  work  were  done  5 
Delays — yet  is  impatient  to  be  gone. 
Diforders  thus  from  every  thought  arife ; 
Vvhat  loves  perfuades,  I  know  not  what  denies. 

Achates'  choice  does  his  firm  judgment  prove. 
And  fhews  at  once  he  can  be  wife  and  love ; 
Becaufe  it  from  no  fpurious  paflion  came. 
But  was  the  produdl  of  a  noble  flame : 
Bold,  without  rudenefs ;  without  blazing,  bright ; 
Pure  as  fix'd  ilars,  and  uncorrupt  as  light ; 
By  jull  degrees  it  to  perfeftion  grew ; 
An  early  ripenefs,  and  a  Ming  too. 

So 
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So  the  bright  fun  afcending  to  his  noon. 
Moves  not  too  ilowly,  nor  is  there  too  foon. 

But,  though  Achates  was  unkindly  driven 
From  his  own  land,  he  's  banifh'd  into  heaven : 
For  fure  the  raptures  of  Cofmelia's  love. 
Are  next,  if  only  next,  to  thofe  above. 
Thus  Power  Divine  does  with  his  foes  engage ; 
Rewards  his  virtues,  and  defeats  their  rage  : 
For  firft  it  did  to  fair  Cofmelia  give 
All  that  a  human  creature  could  receive; 
Whate'er  can  raife  our  wonder  or  delight, 
Tranfport  the  foul,  or  gratify  the  fight. 
Then  in  the  full  perfection  of  her  charms, 
Lodg'd  the  bright  virgin  in  Achates'  arms. 

What  angels  are,  is  in  Cofmelia  feen ; 
Their  awful  glories,  and  their  godlike  mien  i 
For,  in  her  afped  all  the  graces  meet ; 
All  that  is  noble,  beautiful,  or  fvveet  : 
'Ihere  every  charm  in  lofty  triumph  fits. 
Scorns  poor  defedl,  and  to  no  fault  fubmits : 
There  fymmetry,  complexion,  air,  unite. 
Sublimely  noble,  and  amazing  bright. 
So  newly  finilh'd  by  the  hand  Divine, 
Before  her  fall,  did  the  firfl  woman  Ihine. 
But  Eve  in  one  great  point  flie  docs  excel : 
Cofmelia  never  err'd  at  all ;  fhe  fell. 
From  her  temptation,  in  defpair  withdrew ; 
Nor  more  aflaults,  whom  it  could  ne'er  fubdue. 

Virtue  coniirm'd,  and  regularly  brought 
To  full  maturity,  by  ferious  thought. 

Vol.  XVII.'  G  Her 
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Her  aftions  with  a  watchful  eye  furveys  ; 
Each  pafTion  guides,  and  every  moment  fways  ; 
Not  the  leaft  failure  in  her  conduft  lies ; 
So  gaily  modell,  and  fo  freely  wife. 

Her  judgment  fu re,  impartial,  and  refin'd. 
With  wit,  that  's  clear  and  penetrating,  join'd;, 
O'er  ail  the  efforts  of  her  mind  prefides. 
And  to  the  nobleft  end  her  labours  guides : 
She  knows  the  beft,  and  does  the  bed  purfue. 
And  treads  the  maze  of  life  without  a  clue. 
That  the  weak  only  and  the  wavering  lack. 
When  they  ''re  miftaken,  to  condud  them  back. 
She  does,  amidft  ten  thoufand  ways,  prefer 
The  right,  as  if  not  capable  to  err. 

Her  fancy,  ftrong,  vivacious,  and  fublime^ 
Seldom  betrays  her  converfe  to  a  crime  ; 
And  though  it  moves  with  a  luxuriant  heat, 
"'TIS  ne'er  precipitous,  but.  always  great : 
For  each  expreffion,  every  teeming  thought. 
Is  to  the  fcanning  of  her  judgment  brought ; 
Which  wifely  feparates  the  fineft  gold. 
And  calls  the  image  in  a  beauteous  mould. 

No  trifling  words  debafe  her  eloquence. 
But  all  's  pathetic,  all  is  fterling  fenfe ; 
Refin'd  from  droify  chat,  and  idle  noife. 
With  which  the  female  converfation  cloys. 
So  well  fhe  knows,  what  's  unde?ftood  b)"  few> 
To  time  her  thoughts,  and  to  exprels  them  too  ;. 
That  what  fhe  fpeaks  does  to  the  foul  tranfmit 
The  fair  idea  of  delightful  wit. 

UluHrious 
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Illuftrious  born,  and  as  illuftrious  bred. 
By  great  example  to  wife  adions  led  : 
Much  to  the  fame  her  lineal  heroes  bore 
She  owes,  but  to  her  own  high  genius  more  ; 
And,  by  a  noble  emulation  mov'd, 
Exceird  their  virtues,  and  her  own  improv'd  ; 
Till  they  arriv'd  to  that  celeftial  height. 
Scarce  angels  greater  be,  or  faints  fo  bright. 

But,  if  Cofmelia  could  yet  lovelier  be,  *j 

Of  nobler  birth,  or  more  a  deity,  > 

Achates  merits  her,  though  none  but  he  ;  J 

Whofe  generous  foul  abhors  a  bafe  difguife ; 
Refolv'd  In  adion,  and  in  counfel  wife  ; 
Too  well  confirm'd  and  fortify 'd  within. 
For  threats  to  force,  or  flattery  to  win. 
Unmov'd  amidft  the  hurricane  he  Hood  ; 
He  dares  be  guiltlefs,  and  he  will  be  good. 

Since  the  firft  pair  in  paradifc  were  join  d.. 
Two  hearts  were  ne'er  fo  happily  combia'd- 
Achates  life  to  fair  Cofmelia  gives  : 
In  fair  Cofmelia  great  Achates  lives. 
Each  is  to  other  the  dlvineft  blifs  ; 
He  is  her  heaven,  and  flie  k  more  than  his. 
O  may  the  kindell  influence  above 
Proteft  their  perfons,  and  indulge  their  lo^'e! 


G  2  A  N 
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AN     INSCRIPTION 

FOR      THE 

MONUMENT    OF    DIANA,    COUNTESS 
OF    OXFORD    AND    ELGIN. 

Diana,  Oxonii  &:Elgini  Comitiffa ; 

Q^U  ^ 

Illuftri  orta  fanguine,  fanguinem  illuftravit ; 

Ceciliorum  meritis,  clara,  fuis  clariirima  ; 

Ut  quae  nefciret  minor  efle  maximis. 

Vitam  ineuntem  innoccntia  ; 

Procedentem  ampla  virtutum  cohors : 

Exeuntem  mors  beatiffima  decoravit ; 

(Volente  Numine) 

Ut  nufpiam  deceffet  aut  virtus  aut  felicitas, 

Duobus  conjun<^a  maritis 

Utrique  charillima : 

Priraum 

(Quern  ad  annum  habuit) 

Impenfe  dilexit ; 

Secundum 

(Quern  ad  annos  viginti  quatuor) 

Tanta  pietate  Sc  amore  coluit ; 

Ut  qui,  vivens, 

Obfequium,  tanquam  patri  praeftitit ; 

Moriens, 
Patrimonium,  tanquam  filio,  reliquit. 

'   "  Noverca 
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Nov  ere  a  cum  efiet, 

Matemam  pietatem  facile  fuperavlt. 

Famulitii  adeo  mitem  prudentemque  curam  gefllt, 

Ut  non  tarn  domina  familis'  pn^elTe, 

Quara  anima  corpori  inefie  videretur. 

Denique, 

Cum  pudico,  humili,  forti,  fanclo  animo, 

Virginibus,  conjugibus,  viduis,  omnibus, 

Exemplum  confecraffet  integerrimum, 

Terris  anima  major,  ad  iimiles  evola\  it  fuperos, 

THE     FOREGOING     INSCRIPTION 
ATTEMPTED     IN     ENGLISH, 

Diana,  Countefs  of  O  x  f  o  p.  d  and  E  l  g  i  n  j 

WHO  from  a  race  of  noble  horoes  came. 
And  added  lullre  to  its  ancient  fame  : 
Round  her  the  virtues  of  the  Cecils  Ihone, 
But  with  inferior  brightnefs  to  her  own  : 
Which  fhe  refin'd  to  that  fublime  degree. 
The  greateft  mortal  could  not  greater  be. 
Each  llage  of  life  peculiar  fplendor  had ; 
Her  tender  years  with  innocence  were  clad  : 
Maturer  grown,  whate'er  was  brave  and  good. 
In  the  retinue  of  her  virtues  Hood  ; 
And  at  the  final  period  of  her  breath. 
She  crown'd  her  life  with  a  propitious  death  ; 
That  no  occaiion  might  be  wanting  here 
To  make  her  virtues  fam'd,  or  joys  fmcere. 

G  ^  Two 
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Two  noble  lords  her  genial  bed  poffeft ; 
A  wife  to  both,  the  deareft  and  the  beft. 
Oxford  fubmiited  in  one  year  to  fate ; 
For  whom  her  paffion  was  exceeding  great. 
To  Elgin  full  fix  Luftra  were  affign'd  : 
And  him  fhe  lov'd  with  fo  intenfe  a  mind. 
That,  living  like  a  father,  fhe  obey'd ; 
Dying,  as  to  a  fon,  left  all  fhe  had. 
When  a  flep-mother,  fhe  foon  foar'd  above 
The  common  height  even  of  maternal  love. 
She  did  her  numerous  family  command  . 
With  fuch  a  tender  care,  fo  wife  a  hand. 
She  ffeem'd  no  otherwife  a  miflrefs  there. 
Than  godlike  fouls  in  human  bodies  are. 
But  when  to  all  fhe  had  example  fhew'd. 
How  to  be  great  and  humble,  chafte  and  good. 
Her  foul,  for  earth  too  excellent,  too  high. 
Flew  to  its  peers,  the  princes  of  the  iky. 
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THE    DIVINE    ATTRIBUTES, 
A    PINDARIC     ESSAY. 

"Oj  tfcayov  TSTtp^E  >o  -yara/  jM.a>jpay.      SOPHOC. 
UNITY.     ETERNITY. 


WHENCE  fprang  this  glorious  frame  ?  or  when 
began 
Things  to  exift  ?  They  could  not  always  be  ; 
To  what  ftupendous  energy 
Shall  we  afcribe  the  origin  of  man  ? 
That  Caufe,  from  whence  all  beings  elfe  arofe. 
Mull  felf-exiflent  be  alone ; 
Intirely  perfeft,  and  but  one  ; 
Nor  equal  nor  fuperior  knows  : 
Two  firfts,  in  reafon,  we  can  ne'er  fuppofe. 
If  that,  in  falfe  opinion,  we  allow. 
That  once  there  abfolutely  nothing  wa?» 
Then  nothing  could  be  now. 
For,  by  what  inrtrument,  or  how. 
Shall  non-exiftence  to  exifte«ce  pafs  ? 
Thus,  fomething  mufi  from  everlaliing  be  j 
Or  matter,  or  a  Deity. 

G  4,  It 
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If  matter  only  uncreate  we  grant. 

We  fhall  volition,  wit,  and  reafon,  want; 

An  agent  infinite,  and  aftion  free ; 

Whence  does  volition,  whence  does  reafon,  flow  ? 

How  came  we  to  reflect,  defign,  and  know  ? 
This  from  a  nobler  nature  fprings, 

Diilinct  in  efTence  frcni  material  things : 

For,  thoughtlefs  matter  cannot  thought  bellow. 
But,  if  we  own  a  God  fupreme. 
And  all  perfection  's  poffible  in  him ; 
In  him  does  boundlefs  excellence  refide. 
Power  to  create,  and  providence  to  guide ; 
Unmade  himfelf,  could  no  beginning  have. 
But  to  all  fubllance  prime  exiftenee  gave  : 

Can  what  he  will  deftroy,  and  what  he  pleafes  fave* 

POWER. 

The  undefigning  hand  of  giddy  Chance 
Could  never  fill  the  globes  of  light. 

So  beautiful,  and  fo  amazing  bright. 
The  lofty  concave  of  the  vaft  expanfe  : 
Thefe  could  proceed  from  no  lefs  power  than  infinite^ 

There  's  not  one  atom  of  this  wondrous  frame. 

Nor  elfence  intellectual,  but  took 

Exiflence  when  the  great  Creator  fpoke. 
And  from  the  common  womb  of  empty  nothing  came* 

Let  fubllance  be,  he  cry'd  ;  and  firaight  arofe. 

Angelic,  and  corporeal  too  ; 

All  that  raaisrlal  nature  Ihev,  s^ 

And 
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And  what  does  things  invifible  compofe. 
At  the  fame  inftant  fprung,  and  into  being  flew : 
Mount  to  the  convex  of  the  higheft  fphere. 

Which  draws  a  mighty  circle  round 
Th'  inferipr  orbs,  as  their  capacious  bound  j 
There  millions  of  new  miracles  appear  : 
There  dwell  the  eldeft  fons  of  power  immenfCi 
Who  firil  were  to  perfection  wrought 
Firft  to  complete  exiftence  brought. 
To  whom  their  Maker  did  difpenfe 
The  largeft  portions  of  created  excellence. 
Eternal  now,  not  of  neceffity. 
As  if  they  could  not  ceafe  to  he. 
Or  were  from  poflible  deftiudlion  free ; 
But  on  the  will  of  God  depend  : 
For  that  which  could  begin,  can  end. 
Who,  when  the  lower  worlds  were  made> 
Without  the  lead  mifcarriage  or  defed. 
By  the  almighty  Archited, 
United  adoration  paid. 
And  with  extatic  gratitude  his  laws  obey*d» 


in. 

Pl/ilofophy  of  old  in  vain  effay'd 

To  tell  us  how  this  mighty  frame 
Into  fuch  beauteous  order  came  ; 
But,  by  falfe  reafonings,  falfe  foundations  laid  : 
She  labour'd  hard ;  but  ftill  the  more  (he  Vvrought, 
The  more  was  wiidei'd  in  the  maze  of  thought. 
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Sometimes  fhe  fancy'd  things  to  be 

Coeval  with  the  Deity, 

And  in  the  form  which  now  they  are 

From  everlafting  ages  were. 

Sometimes  the  cafual  event. 
Of  atoms  floating  in  a  fpace  imm.enfe. 

Void  of  all  wifdom,  rule,  and  fenfe ; 

But,  by  a  lucky  accident. 
Jumbled  into  this  fcheme  of  wondrous  excellence. 

'Tvvas  an  eftablilh'd  article  of  old. 
Chief  of  the  philofophic  creed. 

And  dots  in  natural  productions  hold  ; 

That  from  mere  nothing,  nothing  could  proceed ; 

Material  fubftance  never  could  have  rofe. 

If  fome  exiftence  had  not  been  before. 

In  wifdom  infinite,  imraenfe  in  power. 

Whatever  is  made,  a  maker  muft  fuppofe. 
As  an  effcd  a  caufe  that  could  produce  it  (hews. 

Nature  and  art,  indeed,  have  bounds  aflign'd. 

And  only  forms  to  things,  not  being,  give  ; 

That  from  Omnipotence  they  muft  receive  : 

But  the  eternal  felf-exiftent  mind 

Can,  v^ith  a  fingle  Fiat,  caufe  to  be 
All  that  the  v/ondrous  eye  furveys. 

And  all  it  cannot  fee. 
Nature  may  Ihape  a  beauteous  tree. 
And  art  a  noble  palace  raife, 
But  muft  not  to  creative  power  afpire ; 

But  their  God  alone  can  claim. 
As  pre-exifting  fubftance  doth  require  : 
So,  where  they  nothing  find,  can  nothing  frame. 

WISDOM. 
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WISDOM. 

Matter  produc'd,  had  ftill  a  chaos  been  : 
For  jarring  elements  engag'd. 
Eternal  battles  would  have  v/ag'd. 
And  fill'd  with  endlefs  horror  the  tumultuous  fcene  ; 

If  wifdom  infinite,  for  lefs 
Could  not  the  vaft  prodigious  embryo  wield. 
Or  ftrength  complete  to  labouring  Nature  yield. 

Had  not,  with  adual  addrefs, 
Corapos'd  the  bellowing  hurry,  and  eftablifh'd  peace, 
Whate'er  this  vifible  creation  fhews 

That  's  lovely,  uniform,  and  bright. 
That  gilds  the  morning,  or  adorns  the  night. 
To  her  its  eminence  anct  beauty  owes. 
By  her  all  creatures  have  their  ends  affign'd. 
Proportioned  to  their  nature,  and  their  kind  ; 

To  which  they  fteadily  advance, 

Mov'd  by  right  Reafon's  high  command. 

Or  guided  by  the  fecret  hand 
Of  real  inftin^t,  or  imaginary  chance. 

Nothing  but  men  rejeft  her  facred  rules ; 
Who  from  the  end  of  their  creation  fly. 

And  deviate  into  mifery  : 
As  if  the  liberty  to  act  like  fools 
Were  the  chief  caufc  that  Heaven  made  them  free. 


PRO- 
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PROVIDENCE. 

Bold  Is  the  wretch,  and  blafphemous  the  man,, 
Who,  finite,  v/ill  attempt  to  fcan 
The  works  of  him  that  "s  infinitely  wife. 
And  thofe  he  cannot  comprehend,  denies ; 

As  if  a  fpace  immenfe  were  meafarable  by  a  fpan. 
Thus  the  proud  fceptic  will  not  own 
That  Providence  the  world  diredts. 

Or  its  affairs  infpeds  ; 
But  leaves  it  to  itfelf  alone. 
How  does  it  with  ahnighty  grandeur  fuit. 
To  be  concern'd  with  our  impertinence  ; 
Or  interpofe  his  power  for  the  defence 
Of  a  poor  mortal,  or  a  fenfelefs  brute  ? 

Villains  could  never  fo  fuccefsful  prove. 

And  unmoleiled  in  thofe  pleafures  live. 

Which  honour,  eafe,  and  affluence  give  ; 

While  fuch  as  Heaven  adore,  and  virtue  love> 

And  mofl  the  care  of  providence  deferve, 

Opprefs'd  v/ith  pain  and  ignominy  itarve. 
What  reafon  can  the  wifelf  iTiew, 
Why  murder  does  unpunifli'd  go. 
If  the  Moft  High,  that  's  juft  and  good. 
Intends  and  governs  all  belov/. 

And  yet  regards  not  the  loud  cries  of  guiltlefs  blood  ? 
But  (hall  we  things  unfearchable  deny, 
Becaufe  our  reafon  cannot  tell  us  why 

They  are  allow 'd,  or  aded  by  the  Deity  ? 

'Tis 


ON  THE  DIVINE  ATTRIBUTES.      93 

'Tis  equally  above  the  reach  of  thought. 
To  comprehend  how  matter  (hould  be  brought 
From  nothing,  as  exiftent  be 
From  all  eternity ; 
And  yet  that  matter  is,  we  feel  and  fee  : 

Nor  is  it  eafier  to  define. 
What  ligatures  the  foul  and  body  join  ; 

Or,  how  the  memory  does  th'  impreflion  take 
Of  things,  and  to  the  mind  reltores  them  back. 
Did  not  th'  Almighty,  with  immediate  care, 
Direft  and  govern  this  capacious  all. 
How  foon  would  things  into  confufion  fall ! 

Earthquakes  the  trembling  ground  would  tear. 
And  blazing  comets  rule  the  troubled  air ; 
Wide  inundations,  with  refitlefs  force. 
The  lower  provinces  o'erflow. 
In  fpite  of  all  that  human  ftrength  could  do 
To  Hop  the  raging  fea's  impetuous  courfe :    ' 
Murder  and  rapine  every  place  would  fill. 
And  fmking  virtue  ftoop  to  profperous  ill ; 
Devouring  peftilence  rave. 
And  all  that  part  of  nature  which  has  breath 
Deli\er  to  the  tyranny  of  death. 
And  hurry  to  the  dungeons  of  the  grave. 
If  watchful  Providence  were  not  concerned  to  fave. 
Let  the  brave  fpeak,  who  oft  has  been 
In  dreadful  feg«-s,  and  fierce  battles  fecn. 
How  he  '"s  preferv'd,  when  bombs  and  bullets  fly 
So  thick,  that  fcarce  one  inch  of  air  is  free ; 

And  though  he  does  ten  thoufand  fee 
.  .T  Fall 
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Fall  at  his  feet,  and  in  a  moment  die. 
Unhurt  retreats,  or  gains  unhurt  the  vidory. 
Let  the  poor  fhipwreck'd  failor  (hew. 
To  what  invifible  proteding  power 
He  did  his  life  and  fafety  owe. 
When  the  loud  ilorm  his  well-built  veflel  tore. 
And  a  half-fhatter'd  plank  convey'd  him  to  the  fhore. 
Nay,  let  th'  ungrateful  fceptic  tell  us  how 
His  tender  infancy  protedlion  found. 
And  helplefs  childhood  was  with  fafety  crown'd. 

If  he  '11  no  Providence  allows 
When  he  had  nothing  but  his  nurfe's  arms 
To  guard  him  from  innumerable  fatal  harms  : 
From  childhood  how  to  youth  he  ran 
Securely,  and  from  thence  to  man ; 
How,  in  the  ftrength  and  vigour  of  his  years. 

The  feeble  bark  of  life  he  faves, 
Amidft  the  fury  of  tempeftuous  waves. 
From  all  the  dangers  he  forefees,  or  fears ; 
Yet  every  hour  'twixt  Scylla  and  Charybdis  (leer,-. 

If  Providence,  which  can  the  feas  command. 
Held  not  the  rudder  with  a  ftcady  hand. 

O  M  K  I  P  R  E  S  E  N  C  E. 
Vll. 
*Tis  happy  for  the  fons  of  men,  that  h€> 
Who  all  exiilenee  out  of  nothing  made, 
Supports  his  creatures  by  immediate  aid  ; 
Eut  then  this  all-intending  Deity 
Mull  Omniprefrat  be  : 

For 
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For  how  {hall  we  by  demonftration  fliew 
The  Godhead  is  this  moment  here. 
If  he  's  not  prefent  ever)^  where. 

And  always  fo  ? 
What  's  not  perceptible  by  fenfe,  may  be 

Ten  thoufand  miles  remote  from  me> 
Unlefs  his  nature  is  from  limitation  free. 

In  vain  we  for  protedion  pray ; 
For  benefits  receiv'd  high  altars  raife. 

And  offer  up  our  hymns  and  praife  j 
In  vain  his  anger  dread,  or  laws  obey. 
An  abfent  god  from  ruin  can  defend 

No  more  than  can  an  abfent  friend  ; 

No  more  is  capable  to  know 

How  gratefully  we  make  returns. 
When  the  loud  mulic  founds,  or  viftim  bums. 

Than  a  poor  Indian  flave  of  Mexico. 

If  fo,  'tis  equally  in  vain 

The  profperous  fmgs,  and  wretched  mourns  5 
He  cannot  hear  the  praife,  or  mitigate  the  pain. 
But  by  what  Being  is  confin'd 

The  Godhead  we  adore  ? 
He  mull  have  equal  or  fuperior  power. 
If  equal  only,  they  each  other  bind. 
So  neither  's  God,  if  we  define  him  right. 

For  neither  's  infinite. 
Bat  if  the  other  have  fuperior  might 
Then  he,  we  worlhip,  can't  pretend  to  be 

Omnipotent,  and  free 
From  all  reflraint,  and  fo  no  Deity. 

If 
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If  God  is  limited  in  fpace;  his  view. 

His  knowledge,  power,  and  wifdom,  is  fo  too  ; 

Unlefs  we  '11  own,  that  thefe  perfedlions  are 

At  all  times  prefent  every  where. 
Yet  he  himfelf  not  actually  there. 
Which  to  fuppofe,  that  ftrange  conclufion  brings, 
His  efTence  and  his  attributes  are  different  things. 


IMMUTABILITY. 

AS  the  fupreme,  omnifcient  mind. 
Is  by  no  boundaries  confin'd ; 
So  Reafon  muft  acknowledge  him  to  be 
From  pofTible  mutation  free : 
For  what  He  is.  He  was  from  all  eternity. 

Change,  whether  the  effeft  of  force  or  will, 

Muft  argue  imperfedion  ftill, 
Eut  imperfedion  in  a  Deity, 
That  's  abfolutely  perfect,  cannot  be  : 
Who  can  compel,  without  his  own  confenr, 
A  God  to  change  that  is  omnipotent  ? 
And  every  alteration  without  force. 
Is  for  the  better  or  the  worfe. 
He  that  is  infinitely  wife. 
To  alter  for  the  worfe  will  never  choofe. 
That  a  depravity  of  nature  fhews  : 

And  He,  in  whom  all  true  perfedion  lies. 
Cannot  by  change  to  greater  excellencies  rife. 


If 
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If  God  be  mutable,  which  way,  or  how. 
Shall  we  demonftrate,  that  will  pleafe  him  now. 
Which  did  a  thoufand  years  ago  ? 
And  't  is  impoffible  to  know. 
What  He  forbids,  or  what  He  will  allow. 
Murder,  inchantment,  luft,  and  perjury. 
Did  in  the  foremoft  rank  of  vices  ftand. 
Prohibited  by  an  exprefs  command  : 
But  whether  fuch  they  ftill  remain  to  be. 
No  argument  will  pofitively  prove. 
Without  immediate  notice  from  above ; 
If  the  Almighty  Legiflator  can 
Be  chang'd,  like  his  inconftant  fubjed,  man. 
Uncertain  thus  what  to  perform  or  fhun. 
We  all  intolerable  hazards  run. 
When  an  eternal  flake  is  to  be  lofl  or  won. 


JUSTICE. 

Rejoice,  ye  fons  of  piety,  and  fmg 
Loud  Hallelujahs  to  his  glorious  name. 
Who  was,  and  will  for  ever  be  the  fame  : 
Your  grateful  incenfe  to  his  temples  bring. 
That  from  the  fmoking  altars  may  arife 
Clouds  of  perfumes  to  the  imperial  fiiies* 
His  promifes  Hand  firm  to  you. 
And  endlefs  joys  will  be  beftow'd. 
As  fere  as  that  there  is  a  God, 
On  all  who  virtue  choofe,  and  righteous  paths  purfue. 
Vol.  XVII.  a  Not 
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Nor  fliould  we  more  his  menaces  diftrulV, 
For  while  he  is  a  Deity  he  muft 
(As  infinitely  good)  be  infinitely  juft. 

But  does  it  with  a  gracious  godhead  fuit, 
Whofe  Mercy  is  his  darling  attribute. 
To  puniih  crimes  that  temporary  be. 
And  thofe  but  trivial  offences  too. 
Mere  flips  of  human  nature,  fmall  and  {^w. 

With  everlailing  mifery  ? 
This  fhocks  the  mind  with  deep  refledions  fraught. 
And  Reafon  bends  beneath  the  ponderous  thought  s 
Crimes  take  their  eflimate  from  guilt,  and  grow- 
More  heinous  ftill,  the  more  they  do  incenfe 
That  God  to  whom  all  creatures  owe 

Frofoundeil  reverence ; 
Though  as  to  that  degree  they  raifc 
The  anger  of  the  merciful  Moft  High, 
We  have  no  ftandard  to  difcern  it  by. 
But  the  infiidion  he  on  the  offender  lays. 
So  that  if  endlefs  punifhment  on  all 
Our  unrepented  fms  muft  fall. 
None,  not  the  leaft,  can  be  accounted  fmalU 
Tliat  God  is  in  perfeclion  juft,  muft  be 
AUow'd  by  all  that  own  a  Deity  ; 
If  fo,  from  equity  he  cannot  fwerve. 
Nor  punifh  finners  more  than  they  deferve. 
His  will  reveal'd,  is  both  exprefs  and  clear; 
**  Ye  curfed  of  my  Father,  go 
**  To  everiafting  woe." 
If  everiafting  means  eternal  here, 

Duratioij 
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Duration  abfolutely  without  end  ; 

Againd  which  fenfe  fome  zcalouily  contend. 

That  when  applied  to  pains,  it  only  means. 

They  iliall  ten  thoufand  ages  laft  : 
Ten  thoufand,  more,  perhaps,  when  they  are  paft  ; 
But  not  eternal  in  a  literal  fenfe  : 
Yet  own  the  pleafures  of  the  juft  remain 
So  long  as  there  's  a  God  exifts  to  reign. 
Though  none  can  give  a  folid  reafon,  why 

The  word  Eternity, 
To  heaven  and  hell  indifferent  join'd. 
Should  carry  fenfe  of  a  different  kind  ; 
And  't  is  a  fad  experiment  to  try. 

GOODNESS. 

But  if  there  be  one  attribute  divine 
With  greater  lullre  than  the  reft  can  (hine, 
■'T  is  goodnefs,,  which  we  every  moment  fee 
The  godhead  exercife  wdth  fuch  delight. 

It  feems,  it  only  feems,  to  be 
The  belKbelov'd  peifc<ftion  of  the  Deity^ 
And  more  than  infinite. 

Without  that,  he  could  never  prove 
The  proper  objeds  of  our  praife  or  lo^  e. 
Were  he  not  good,  he  'd  be  no  more  concern *d 
To  hear  the  wretched  in  afflidion  cry. 
Or  fee  the  gaildefs  for  the  guilty  die. 
Than.  Nero,  when  the  fiaming  city  burn'd. 
And  weeping  Romans  o'er  its  ruins  mourn'd. 

H  i  Eternal 
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Eternal  juftice  then  would  be. 
But  everlafting  cruelty ; 
Power  unreftra-n'd,  almighty  violence; 
And  wifdom  unconfin'd,  but  craft  immenfe. 
'T  is  goodnefs  conflitutes  him  that  he  is ; 
And  thofe 
Who  will  deny  him  this, 
A  god  without  a  deity  fuppoie. 
When  the  lewd  atheift  blafphemoufly  fwears. 
By  his  tremendous  name 
There  is  no  god,  but  all  's  a  fham ; 
Infipid  tattle,  praife,  and  prayers. 
Virtue,  pretence ;  and  all  the  facred  rules 
Religion  teaches,  tricks  to  cully  fools : 

Juftice  would  ftrike  th'  audacious  villain  dead. 
But  mercy,  boundlefs,  faves  his  guilty  head ; 
Gives  him  protection,  and  allows  him  bread. 
Does  not  the  linner  whom  no  danger  awes. 
Writhe ut  reftraint,  his  infamy  purfue. 

Rejoice,  and  glory  in  it  too  ; 
Laugh  at  the  power  divine,  and  ridicule  his  laws ; 
Labour  in  vice  his  rivals  to  excel. 
That,  when  he  's  dead,  they  may  their  pupils  tell 
How  wittily  tlie  fool  was  damn'd,  how  hard  he  fell  ? 

Yet  this  vile  wretch  in  fafety  lives, 
BlelTmgs  in  common  with  the  beft  receives ; 
Though  he  is  proud  t'  aftront  the  God  thofe  bleffings 

gives. 
The  chearful  fun  his  influence  fheds  on  all ; 
Has  no  reipecl  to  good  or  ill  •: 

And 
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And  fruitful  Ihowers  without  diftinftion  fall. 
Which  fields  with  corn,  with  grafs  the  pailures,  fill. 
The  bounteous  hand  of  Heaven  bellows 
Succefb  and  honour  many  times  on  thofe 
Who  fcorn  his  favourites,  and  carefs  his  foes. 

To  this  good  God,  whom  my  adventurous  pen 
Has  dar'd  to  celebrate 
In  lofty  Pindar's  ftrain  ; 
Though  with  unequal  ftrength  to  bear  tie  weight 
Of  fuch  a  ponderous  theme  fo  infinitely  great : 
To  this  good  God,  celeftial  fpirits  pay. 
With  extacy  divine,  inceffant  praife  : 
While  on  the  glories  of  his  face  they  gaze^ 
In  the  bright  regions  of  eternal  day. 
To  him  each  rational  exiftence  here, 
Whofe  breaft  one  fpark  of  gratitude  contains. 
In  whom  there  are  the  leail  remains 

Of  piety  or  fear. 
His  tribute  brings  of  joyful  facrifice. 
For  pardon  prays,  and  for  protection  flies :. 
Nay,  the  inanimate  creation  give. 
By  prompt  obedience  to  his  word» 
Inftinftive  honour  to  their  lord  ; 
And  ihame  the  thinking  world,  who  in  rebellion  live 
With  Heaven  and  earth  then,  O  my  foul,  unite. 
And  the  great  God  of  both  adore  and  blefs. 
Who  gives  thee  competence,  content,  and  peace  y 
The  only  fountains  of  fincere  delight :. 

H  3  Tliat 
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That  from  the  tranfitory  joys  below. 
Thou  by  a  happy  exit  may 'ft  remove 

To  thofe  ineffable  above ; 
Which  from  the  vifion  of  the  godhead  flow, 
And  neither  end,  decreafe,  nor  interruption  know, 

ELEAZAR'S    LAMENTATION 

OVER     JERUSALExVr. 

PARAPHRASED    OUT   OF    JOSEPHUS. 

ALAS,  Jerufalem  !  alas !  where  's  now 
Thy  priftine  glory,  thy  unmatch'd  renown. 
To  which  the  heathen  monarchies  did  bow  ? 

Ah,  haplefs,  miferable  town ! 
Where  's  all  thy  majefty,  thy  beauty  gone. 
Thou  once  moft  noble,  celebrated  place. 
The  joy  and  the  delight  of  all  the  earth ; 

Who  gav'H  to  godlike  princes  birth. 
And  bred  up  heroes,  an  immortal  race  ? 
Where  's  now  the  vaft  magnificence,  which  made 

The  fouls  of  foreigners  adore 

Thy  wondrous  brightnefs,  which  no  more 
Shall  fnine,  but  lie  in  an  eternal  fhade  ? 
Oh  mifery !  where  's  all  her  mighty  ftate. 

Her  fplendid  train  of  numerous  kings. 
Her  noble  edifices,  noble  things. 
Which  made  her  feem  fo  eminently  great, 
That  barbarous  princes  in  her  gates  appeared. 

And 
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And  wealthy  prefents,  as  their  tribute,  brought. 

To  court  her  friendfhip  ?   For  her  ftrength  they  fear'd. 

And  all  her  wide  protedion  fought. 

But  now,  ah !  now  they  laugh  and  cry. 

See  how  her  lofty  buildings  lie  I 
See  how  her  flaming  turrets  gild  the  flcy ! 

Where  's  all  the  young,  the  valiant,  and  the  ga}-. 
That  on  her  fellivals  were  us'd  to  play 
Harmonious  tunes,  and  beautify  the  day  ? 

The  glittering  troops,  which  did  from  far. 
Bring  home  the  trophies,  and  the  fpoils  of  war. 
Whom  all  the  nations  round  uith  terror  vicv/d. 

Nor  durft  their  godlike  valour  try  ? 
Where'er  they  fought,  they  certainly  fubdued. 
And  every  combat  gain'd  a  vidory. 
Ah !  where  's  the  houfe  of  the  Eternal  King  ; 
The  beauteous  temple  of  the  Lord  of  Holts, 
To  whofe  large  treafuries  our  fleet  did  bring 
The  gold  and  jewels  of  remoteft  coalls  ? 
There  had  the  infinite  Creator  plac'd 

His  terrible,  amazing  name. 
And  with  his  more  peculiar  prefence  grac'd 
That  heavenly  fanftum,  where  no  mortal  came. 
The  high-prieft  only  ;  he  but  once  a  year 
In  that  divine  apartment  might  appear : 
So  full  of  glory,  and  fo  facred  then. 
But  now  corrupted  with  the  heaps  of  flain. 
Which  fcatter'd  round  with  blood,  delile  the  mighty 
fane, 

H  4  Alas, 
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Alas,  Jerufalem !   each  fpacious  ftreet 

Was  once  fo  fili'd,  the  numerous  throng 
Was  forc'd  to  joftle  as  they  pafs'd  along. 

And  thoufands  did  with  thoufands  meet ; 
The  darling  then  of  God,  and  man's  belov'd  retreat. 
In  thee  was  the  bright  throne  of  juftice  fix'd, 
JuHice  impartial,  and  vain  fraud  unmix'd  I 
She  fcorn'd  the  beauties  of  fallacious  gold, 

Defpifmg  the  moft  wealthy  bribes ; 

But  did  the  facred  balance  hold 
With  god  like  faith  to  all  our  happy  tribes. 
Thy  well-built  ftreets,  and  every  noble  fquare. 

Were  once  with  poliih'd  marble  laid. 

And  all  his  lofty  bulwarks  made 
W'ith  wondrous  labour,  and  with  artful  care. 
Thy  ponderous  gates,  furprizing  to  behold. 

Were  covered  o'er  with  folid  gold  ; 
Whofe  fpiendor  did  fo  glorious  appear. 

It  ravifh'd  and  amaz'd  the  eye  ; 
And  lirangers  paffing,  to  themfelves  would  cry. 

What  mighty  heaps  of  wealth  are  here  1 
How  thick  the  bars  of  malTy  filver  lie ! 
O  happy  people !  and  ftill  happy  be, 
Celeftial  city  !  from  deftruftion  free, 
May'ft  thou  enjoy  a  long,  entire  profperity  !: 

But  now,  oh  wretched,  v/retched  place  ! 
Thy  llreets  and  palaces  are  fpread 
With  heaps  of  carcafes,  and  mountains  of  the  dead. 
The  bleeding  relics  of  the  Jewifh  race  I 

Each 
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Each  corner  of  the  town,  no  vacant  fpace. 

But  is  with  breathlefs  bodies  fill'd. 
Some  by  the  fword,  and  fome  by  famine,  kill'd. 
Natives  and  llrangers  are  together  laid  : 

Death's  arrows  all  at  random  flew 
Amongft  the  crowd,  and  no  diftindion  made> 
But  both  the  coward  and  the  valiant  flew. 

All  in  one  difmal  ruin  join'd, 

(For  fwords  and  peftilence  are  blind) 
The  fair,  the  good,  the  brave,  no  mercy  find  : 

Thofe  that  from  far,  with  joyful  hafte. 

Came  to  attend  thy  feftival. 

Of  the  fame  bitter  poifon  tafte. 
And  by  the  black,  deftrudive  poifon  fall ; 
For  the  avenging  fentence  pafs'd  on  all. 
Oh !  fee  how  the  delight  of  human  eyes 

In  horrid  defolation  lies ! 

See  how  the  burning  ruins  flame  ! 
Nothing  now  left,  but  a  fad,  empty  name  I 

And  the  triumphant  victor  cries. 

This  was  the  fam'd  Jerufalem  I 


1 


The  mod  obdurate  creature  muft 
Be  griev'd  to  fee  thy  palaces  in  duft, 
Thofe  ancient  habitations  of  the  juil: 

And  could  the  marble  rocks  but  know 
The  miferies  of  thy  fatal  overthrov/. 
They  'd  fcri\e  to  find  fome  fecret  way  unknown, 
Maugre  the  fsofelefs  nature  of  iLe  ilone, 

Theij 
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Their  pity  and  concern  to  fliew  : 

For  now,  where  lofty  buildings  ftood. 
Thy  fons  corrupted  carcafes  are  laid  : 

And  all  by  this  deftrudion  made 
One  common  Golgotha,  one  field  of  blood ! 
See!  how  thofe  ancient  men,  who  rul'd  thy  Hate, 

And  made  thee  happy,  made  thee  great ; 

Who  fat  upon  the  awful  chair 
Of  mighty  Mofes,  in  long  fcarlet  clad. 
The  good  to  cherifh,  and  chaftife  the  bad. 

Now  fit  in  the  corrupted  air. 
In  filent  melancholy,  and  in  fad  defpair ! 
See  how  their  murder'd  children  round  them  lie  l 

Ah,  difmal  fcene !  hark  how  they  cry  1 

Woe !  woe !  one  beam  of  mercy  give. 

Good  Heaven  !  alas,  for  we  would  live ! 
Be  pitiful,  and  fuffer  us  to  die ! 

Thus  they  lament,  thus  beg  for  eafe ; 
While  in  their  feeble,  aged  arms  they  hold 
The  bodies  of  their  offspring,  ftiff  and  cold. 
To  guard  them  from  the  ravenous  favages : 
Till  their  increafmg  forrows  death  perfuade 

(For  death  muft  fure  with  pity  fee 
The  horrid  defolation  he  has  made) 
To  put  a  period  to  all  their  mifery. 

Thy  wretched  daughters  that  furvive. 

Are  by  the  heathen  kept  alive. 

Only  to  gratify  their  luft. 

And  then  be  mix'd  with  common  dull. 
Oh !  infupportable,  flupendous  woe ! 

What 
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What  {hall  we  do  ?  ah  J  whither  (hall  we  go  ? 
Down  to  the  grave,  down  to  thofe  happy  fhades  below. 
Where  all  our  brave  progenitors  are  bleft 
With  endlefs  triumph  and  eternal  reft. 

But  who,  without  a  flood  of  tears,  can  fee 
Thy  mournful,  fad  cataftrophe  ? 
Who  can  behold  thy  glorious  temple  lie 
In  afhes,  and  not  be  in  pain  to  die  ? 
Unhappy,  dear  JerufalemJ  thy  woes 
Have  rais'd  my  griefs  to  fuch  a  vaft  excefs. 

Their  mighty  weight  no  mortal  knows. 
Thought  cannot  comprehend,  or  words  exprefs. 
Nor  can  they  polfibly,  while  I  fun'i\'e,  be  lefs. 

Good  Heaven  had  been  extremely  kind. 
If  it  had  ftruck  me  dead,  or  ftruck  me  blind. 
Before  this  curfed  time,  this  worft  o.f  days. 
Is  death  quite  tir'd  ?  are  all  his  arrows  fpent  ? 
If  not,  why  then  fo  many  dull  delays  ? 
Quick,  quick,  let  the  obliging  dart  be  fenti 
Nay,  at  me  only  let  ten  thoufand  fly. 
Whoe'er  fhall  wretchedly  furvive ;  that  I 

May,  happily,  be  fure  to  die. 
Yet  ftill  we  live,  live  in  excefs  of  pain  ! 

Our  friends  and  relatives  are  flain ! 

Nothing  but  ruins  round  us  fee. 
Nothing  but  defolation,  woe,  and  mifery ! 
Nay,  while  we  thus,  with  bleeding  hearts,  complain. 

Our  enemies  without  prepare 
Their  direful  engines  to  purfue  the  war  j 

And 
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And  you  may  flaviihly  preferve  your  breath. 
Or  feek  for  freedom  in  the  arms  of  death. 

Thus  then  refolve  ;  nor  tremble  at  the  thought  i 
Can  glory  be  too  dearly  bought  ? 
Since  th«  Almighty  wifdom  has  decreed. 
That  we,  and  all  our  progeny,  (hould  bleed^ 
It  (hall  be  after  fuch  a  noble  way. 
Succeeding  ages  will  with  wonder  view 

What  brave  defpair  corapell'd  us  to  [ 
No,  we  will  n€'er  furvive  another  day ! 

Bring  then  your  wives,  your  children,  all 
That  's  valuable  good  or  dear. 
With  ready  hands,  and  place  them  here ; 
They  fhall  unite  in  one  vaft  funeral. 
1  know  your  courages  are  truly  brave. 
And  dare  do  any  thing  but  ill : 
Who  would  an  aged  father  fave. 
That  he  may  live  in  chains  and  be  a  flave> 
Or  for  remorfelefs  enemies  to  kill  ? 
Let  your  bold  hands  then  give  the  fatal  blow  r 
For,  what  at  any  other  time  would  be 
The  dire  effeft  of  rage  and  cruelty. 
Is  mercy,  tendcrnefs,  and  pity,  now ! 
This  then  perforra'd,  we  '11  to  the  battle  fly. 
And  there,  amidft  our  flaughter'd  foes,  expire. 
If  't  is  revenge  and  glory  you  defire, 
Nov/  you  may  have  them,  if  you  dare  but  die  I 
Nay,  more,  ev'n  freedom  ajid  eternity  I 

A   PROS- 
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A     PROSPECT     OF     DEATH. 

A     PINDARIC      ESSAY. 

**  Sed  omnes  una  manet  nox, 

«  Et  calcanda  femel  via  lethi.'"'  Horacf, 

SINCE  we  can  die  but  once,  and  after  death 
Our  ftate  no  alteration  knows ; 
But,  when  we  have  refign'd  our  breath, 

Th'  immortal  fpirit  goes 
To  endlefs  joys,  or  everlafting  woes : 
Wife  is  the  man  who  labours  to  fee u re 
That  mighty  and  important  flake ; 
And,  by  all  methods,  ftrives  to  make 
His  paffage  fafe,  and  his  reception  fure. 
Merely  to  die,  no  man  of  reafon  fears ; 
For  certainly  we  muft. 
As  we  are  born,  return  to  duft : 
'T  is  the  laii  point  of  many  lingering  years ; 
But  whither  then  we  go. 
Whither,  we  fain  would  know  ; 
But  human  underilanding  cannot  fhew. 
This  makes  us  tremble,  and  creates 
Strange  apprehenfions  in  the  mind ; 
Fills  it  with  reftlefs  doubts,  and  wild  debates. 
Concerning  what  we,  living,  cannot  find. 

None 
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None  know  what  death  is,  but  the  dead  ; 
Therefore  we  all,  by  nature,  dying  dread. 
As  a  llrange,  doubtful  way,  we  know  not  how  to  tread* 

When  to  the  niargin  of  the  grave  we  come. 
And  fcarce  have  one  black,  painful  hour  to  live  ; 
No  hopes,  no  profped,  of  a  kind  reprieve. 
To  Hop  our  fpeedy  paflage  to  the  tomb  ; 

How  moving,  and  how  mournful,  is  the  fight  I 

How  wondrous  pitiful,  how  wondrous  fad  ! 
Where  then  is  refuge,  where  is  comfort,  to  be  had 

In  the  dark  minutes  of  the  dreadful  night. 
To  chear  our  drooping  fouls  for  their  amazing  flight  ^ 

Feeble  and  languifhing  in  bsd  we  lie, 

Defpairing  to  recover,  void  of  reft; 

Wiihing  for  death,  and  yet  afraid  to  die : 

Terrors  and  doubts  dillrad  our  breaft. 

With  mighty  agonies  and  mighty  pains  oppreft^ 

Our  face  is  moiften'd  with  a  clammy  fvveat ; 
Faint  and  irregular  the  pulfes  beat  ; 
The  blood  unadtive  grows. 
And  thickens  as  it  flows, 
Depriv'd  of  all  its  \igour,  all  its  vital  heat. 
Our  dying  eyes  roll  heavily  about. 

Their  light  juft  going  out ; 
And  for  fome  kind  afliftance  call; 
But  pity,  ufelefs  pity  's  all 
Our  weeping  friends  can  give. 
Or  we  receive; 
Though  their  defues  are  great,  their  powers  are  fmall. 

The 
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The  tongue  's  unable  to  declare 
The  pains  and  griefs,  the  miferies  we  bear ; 
How  infupportable  our  torments  are. 
Mufic  no  more  delights  our  deafening  ears, 
Reftores  our  joys,  or  dilTipates  our  fears  ; 
But  all  is  melancholy,  all  is  fad. 
In  robes  of  deepeft  mourning  clad  ; 
For,  every  faculty,  and  every  fenfe. 
Partakes  the  woe  of  this  dire  exigence. 

Then  we  are  fenfible  too  late, 
'Tis  no  advantage  to  be  rich  or  great : 
For,  all  the  fulfome  pride  and  pageantry  of  flate 
No  confolation  brings. 
Riches  and  honours  then  are  ufelefs  things, 
Taftelefs,  or  bitter,  all ; 
And,  like  the  book  which  the  apoftle  eat. 
To  the  ill-judging  palate  fweet. 
But  turn  at  laft  to  naufeoufnefs  and  gall. 
Nothing  will  then  cur  drooping  fpirits  chear. 
But  the  remembrance  of  good  anions  paft. 
Virtue  's  a  joy  that  will  for  ever  laft. 
And  makes  pale  death  lefs  terrible  appear  ; 
Takes  out  his  baneful  lling,  and  palliates  our  fear. 
In  the  dark  anti-chamber  of  the  grave 

What  would  we  give  (ev'n  all  we  have. 
All  that  our  care  and  induftry  have  gain'd. 
All  that  our  policy,  our  fraud,  our  art,  obtair/d) 

Could 
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Could  we  recall  thofe  fatal  hours  again. 
Which  we  confum'd  in  fenfelefs  vanities. 
Ambitious  follies,  or  luxurious  eafe  ! 
For  then  they  urge  our  terrors,  and  increafe  our  pain. 

Our  friends  and  relatives  ftand  weeping  by, 

Diflblv'd  in  tears,  to  fee  us  die. 
And  plunge  into  the  deep  abyfs  of  wide  eternity. 

In  vain  they  mourn,  in  vain  they  grieve ; 

Their  forrows  cannot  ours  relieve. 
They  pity  our  deplorable  eftate  : 

But  what,  alas,  can  pity  do 

To  foften  the  decrees  of  fate  ? 
Befides,  the  fentence  is  irrevocable  too. 

All  their  endeavours  to  preferve  our  breath. 

Though  they  do  unfuccefsful  prove. 
Shew  us  how  much,  how  tenderly,  they  love. 
Put  cannot  cut  off  the  entail  of  death. 
Mournful  they  look,  and  crov/d  about  our  bed  : 

One,  with  officious  halle, 
Brings  us  a  cordial  we  want  fenfe  to  tafte; 
Another  foftly  raifes  up  our  head  ; 
This  wipes  away  the  fweat ;  that,  fighing,  cries 
See  what  convulfions,  what  (Irong  agonies. 

Both  foul  and  body  undergo  1 

His  pains  no  intermiffion  know ; 
For  every  gafp  of  air  he  draws,  returns  in  fighs. 

Each  would  his  kind  affiftance  lend. 
To  fave  his  dear  relation,  or  his  dearer  friend  ; 
But  itili  in  vain  with  deiUny  they  all  contend. 

Out 
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Our  father,  pale  with  grief  and  watching  grown. 
Takes  our  cold  hand  in  his,  and  cries,  adieu! 
Adieu,  my  child !  now  I  muft  follow  you  : 
Then  weeps,  and  gently  lays  it  down. 
Our  fans,  who,  in  their  tender  years. 
Were  objefts  of  our  cares,  and  of  our  fears. 
Come  trembling  to  our  bed,  and,  kneeling,  cry^ 
Blefs  us,  O  father!  now  before  you  die  ; 
Blefs  us,  and  "be  you  blefs 'd  to  all  eternity. 
Our  friend,  whom  equal  to  ourfelves  we  lovT, 
CampaiTionate  and  kind. 
Cries,  will  you  leave  me  here  behind  ? 
Without  me  fly  to  the  blefs 'd  feats  above  ? 

Without  me,  did  I  fay  ?  Ah,  no ! 
Without  thy  friend  thou  canil  not  go : 
For,  though  thou  leav'lt  me  groveling  here  belovr. 
My  foul  with  thee  ihsll  upward  fly. 
And  bear  thy  fpirit  company. 
Through  the  bright  paffage  of  the  yidding  fky. 
Ev'n  death,  that  parts  thee  from  thyfelf,  fnall  be 
Incapable  to  feparate 
(For  'ti'G  not  in  the  power  of  fate) 
My  friend,  my  beft,  my  dearcfl  friend,  and  me  ; 
But,  fmce  it  muft  be  {o,  farewell  j 
For  ever  !  No ;  for  we  fhall  meet  again. 
And  live  like  gods,  tliough  now  we  die  like  men. 
In  the  etcrr^al  regions,  where  juft  fpirits  dv,cll. 
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The  foul,  unable  longer  to  maintain 
The  fruitlefs  and  unequal  ftrife. 
Finding  her  weak  endeavours  vain. 
To  keep  the  counterfcarp  of  life. 
By  flow  degrees,  retires  towards  the  heart. 
And  fortifies  that  little  fort 
With  all  its  kind  artilleries  of  art ; 
Botanic  legions  guarding  every  port. 
But  death,  whofe  arms  no  mortal  can  repel, 
A  formal  liege  difdains  to  lay  ; 
Summons  his  fierce  battalions  to  the  fray> 
And  in  a  minute  Itorms  the  feeble  citadel. 
Sometimes  we  m.ay  capitulate,  and  he 
Pretends  to  make  a  folid  peace  j 
But  'tis  all  (ham.,  all  artifice. 
That  vve  m.ay  negligent  and  carelefs  be  : 
For,  if  his  armies  are  withdrav/n  to-day. 

And  we  believe  no  danger  near. 
But  all  is  peaceable,  and  all  is  clear ; 
His  troops  return  fome  unfufpeded  way  ; 
While  in  the  foft  embrace  of  fleepwe  lie. 
The  fecret  murderers  ftab  us,  and  we  die. 

Since  our  firft  parents'  fall. 
Inevitable  death  defcends  on  all ; 

A  portion  none  of  human  race  can  mifs 
*Eut  that  which  makes  it  fweet  or  bitter.  Is 
The  f.ars  of  mifery,  or  certain  hopes  of  blifs. 
Forj  v/hen  th"  impenitent  and  wicked  die. 
Leaded  v.itL  crimes  and  infamy  j 


If 
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If  any  fenfe  at  that  fad  time  remains. 

They  feel  amazing  terrors,  mighty  pains ; 

The  earneft  of  that  vail,  ftupendous  woe. 
Which  they  to  all  eternity  muft  undergo, 

Confln'd  in  hell  with  everlafting  chains. 
Infernal  fpirits  hover  in  the  air. 

Like  ravenous  wolves,  to  feize  upon  the  prey. 

And  hurry  the  departed  fouls  away 

To  the  dark  receptacles  of  defpair  : 

Where  they  muft  dwell  till  that  tremendous  day. 

When  thdoud  trump  fhall  call  them  to  appear 
Before  a  Judge  mort  terrible,  and  moft  fevere; 
By  whofe  juft  fentence  they  muft  go 

To  everlafting  pains,  and  endlefs  woe. 

But  the  good  man,  whofe  foul  is  pure, 
Unfpotted,  regular,  and  free 
From  all  the  ugly  ftains  of  luft  and  villainy. 
Of  mercy  and  of  pardon  fure. 
Locks  through  the  darknefs  of  the  gloomy  night  * 
And  fees  the  dawning  of  a  glarious  day  ; 
Sees  crowds  of  angels  ready  to  convey 

His  foul  whene'er  ftie  takes  her  flight 
To  the  furprizing  maniions  of  immortal  light. 
Then  the  celeftial  guards  around  him  ftand  ; 
Nor  fuffer  the  black  dsemons  of  the  air 
T'  oppofe  his  paflage  to  the  promls'd  land. 
Or  terrify  his  thoughts  with  wild  defpair  ; 
But  all  is  calm  within,  and  all  without  is  fair. 

I  %  Hii 
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His  prayers,  his  charity,  his  virtues,  prefs 
To  plead  for  mercy  when  he  wants  it  moil ; 
Not  one  of  all  the  happy  number  's  loft  : 
And  thofe  bright  advocates  ne'er  want  fuccefs. 

But  when  the  foul  's  releas'd  from  dull  mortality. 
She  paffes  up  in  triumph  through  the  Iky ; 
Where  (he  's  united  to  a  glorious  throng 
Of  angels ;  who,  with  a  celefiial  fong. 

Congratulate  her  conqueft  as  Ihe  flies  along. 

If  therefore  all  muft  quit  the  ftage. 
When,  or  how  foon,  we  cannot  know.; 
But,  late  or  early,  we  are  fure  to  go  ; 

In  the  frelh  bloom  of  youth,  or  wither'd  age^ 
We  cannot  take  too  fedulous  a  care. 
In  this  important,  grand  affair : 
For  as  w  e  die,  we  mud  remain  ; 
Hereafter  all  our  hopes  are  vain. 
To  make  our  peace  with  Heaven,  cr  to  return  again. 
The  heathen,  who  no  better  underftood 
Than  what  the  light  of  nature  taught,  declar'd. 
No  future  mdfery  could  be  prepar'd 

For  the  fmcere,  the  merciful,  the  good  ; 

But,  if  there  was  a  ftate  of  reft. 
They  fnould  with  the  fame  happinefs  be  bleft 
As  the  immortal  gods,  if  gods  there  were,  pofTefU 
We  have  the  promife  of  th'  eternal  truth, 
Thofe  who  live  well,  and  pious  paths  purfue. 
To  man,  and  to  their  Maker,  true. 
Let  them  expire  in  age,  or  youth. 

Can 
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Can  never  mifs 
Their  way  to  everlafting  blifs  : 
But  from  a  world  of  mifery  and  care 
To  manfions  of  eternal  eafe  repair  ; 

Where  joy  in  full  perfedion  flows. 
And  in  an  endlefs  circle  moves. 
Through  the  vail  round  of  beatific  love. 
Which  no  cefTation  knows. 


ON-    THE 

GENERAL    CONFLAGRATION, 

AND    E  N  S  U  I  N  G     JUDGMENT. 

A   PINDARIC    ESSAY. 

*•  Effe  quoque  in  fatis,  reminlfcitur,  affore  tempus 

"  Quo  mare,  quo  tellus,  correptaque  regia  cceli 

<*  Aideat,  ;&  mundi  moles  operofa  laborat."  QviD.  Met, 

NO  W  the  black  days  of  univerfal  doom. 
Which  wondrous  prophecies  foretold,  are  corae  ; 
W^hat  ftrong  convulfions,  what  Itupendous  woe, 

Muft  finking  nature  undergo  ; 
Amidft  the  dreadful  wreck,  and  final  overthrow  I 
Methinks  I  hear  her,  confcious  of  her  fate. 
With  fearful  groans,  and  hideous  crieS;, 
Fill  the  prefaging  (kies  j 

I  3  Unable 
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Unable  to  fupport  the  weight 
Cr  of  the  prefent,  or  approaching  miferies. 

Merhinks  I  hear  her  fummon  all 
Her  guilty  offspring  raving  with  defpair. 

And  trembling,  cry  aloud.  Prepare, 
Ye  fublunary  powers,  t'  attend  my  funeral ! 

See,  fee  the  tragical  portents, 
Thofe  difmal  harbingers  cf  dire  events ! 
Loud  thunders  roar,  and  darting  lightnings  fly 
Through  the  dark  concave  of  the  troubled  fky  ; 
The  fiery  ravage  is  begun,  the  end  is  nigh. 
See  how  the  glaring  meteors  blaze  ! 

Like  baleful  torches,  O  they  come. 
To  light  diffolving  Nature  to  her  tomb  ! 
And,  fcattering  round  their  peftilential  rays. 
Strike  the  affrighted  nations  with  a  wild  amaze. 
Vaft  fheets  of  flame,  and  globes  of  fire. 
By  an  impetuous  wind  are  driven 
Through  all  the  regions  of  the  inferior  heaven  ; 
Till,  hid  in  fulphurous  fmoke,  they  feemingly  expire. 

Sad  and  amazing  'tis  to  fee, 
"What  mad  confufion  rages  over  all 
This  fcorching  ball ! 
No  country  is  exempt,  no  nation  free. 
But  each  partakes  the  epidemic  milery. 
What  difmal  havoc  of  mankind  is  made 
By  wars,  and  peftilence,  and  dearth, 
Through  the  whole  mournful  earth  ? 
Which  with  a  murdering  fury  they  invade, 
Forfook  by  Providence,  and  all  propitious  aid  I 

Whilfl 
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Whilft  fiends  let  loofe,  their  utmoft  rage  employ. 

To  ruin  all  things  here  below  ; 
Their  malice  and  revenge  no  limits  know. 
But,  in  the  univerfal  tumult,  all  deftroy. 

Biftraded  mortals  from  their  cities  fly. 
For  fafety  to  their  champain  ground. 
But  there  no  fafety  can  be  found  ; 
The  vengeance  of  an  angry  Deity, 
With  unrelenting  fury,  does  inclofe  them  round ; 
And  whilft  for  mercy  fome  aloud  implore 
The  God  they  ridicul'd  before  ; 
And  others,  raving  with  their  woe, 
(For  hunger,  thirft,  defpair,  they  undergo) 

Blafpheme  and  curfe  the  Power  they  ihould  adore : 
The  earth,  parch'd  up  with  drought,  her  jaws  extends. 
And  opening  wide  a  dreadful  tomb. 
The  howling  multitude  at  once  defcends 
Together  all  into  her  burning  womb. 

The  trembling  Alps  abfcond  their  aged  heads 
In  mighty  pillars  of  infernal  fmoke. 

Which  from  their  bellowing  caverns  broke. 

And  fuffocates  whole  nations  where  it  fpreads. 
Sometimes  the  fire  within  divides 
The  maffy  rivers  of  thofe  fecret  chains, 
WTriich  hold  together  their  prodigious  fides, 
And  hurls  the  fhatter'd  rocks  o'er  all  the  plains : 
While  towns  and  cities,  every  thing  below,    , 

Is  overwhelm'd  with  the  fame  burft  of  woe. 

I  4  No 
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No  fhowers  defcend  from  the  malignant  Iky,  .1 

To  cool  the  burning  of  the  thirfty  field  ;  !| 

*rhe  trees  no  leaves,  no  grafs  the  meadows,  yields, 
But  all  is  barren,  all  is  dry. 

The  little  rivulets  no  more 

To  larger  ftreams  their  tribute  pay> 

Kor  to  the  ebbing  ocean  they; 

Which,  with  a  ftrange  unufual  roar, 
Forfakes  thofe  ancient  bounds  it  would  have  pafs'd. 
before  : 

And  to  the  monftrous  deep  in  vain  retire : 

For  ev'n  the  deep  itfelf  is  not  fecure,. 
But  belching  fubterraneoua  fires, 

Increafes  fiill  the  fcalding  calenture. 
Which  neither  earth,  nor  air,  nor  water,  can  endure,. 

The  fun,  by  fympathy,  concern'd 
At  thofe  conyulfions,  pangs,  and  agonies. 

Which  on  the  whole  creation  fei'^e. 

Is  to  fubftantial  darknefs  turn'd. 
The  neighbouring  moon,  as  if  a  purple  fiood- 

O'erfiow'd  her  tottering  orb,  appears 
Like  a  huge  mafs  of  black  corrupted  blood  ;. 
For  Ihe  hierfelf  a  diffolution  fears. 
The  larger  planets,  which  once  (hone  fo  bright^ , 
With  the  reflG<^ed  rays  of  borrow'd  light. 
Shook  from  their  centre,  without  motion  lie,. 
Unwieldy  globes  of  fclid  night. 
And  ruinous  lumber,  of  the  Iky.. 

Amidl^ 
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Amidft  this  dreadful  hurricane  of  woes,. 

(For  fire,  confufion,  horror,  and  defpair. 

Fill  every  region  of  the  tortur'd  earth  and  air) 

The  great  archangel  his  loud  trumpet  blows;. 
At  whofe  amazing  found  frefh  agonies 
Upon  expiring  nature  feize  : 
For  now  fhe  '11  in  few  minutes  know 
The  ultimate  event  and  fate  of  ?11  below.. 
Awake,  ye  dead,  awake,  he  cries  j 

(For  all  mail  come) 
All  that  had  human  breath,  arife,. 
To  hear  your  lall>  unalterable  doom,. 

At  this  the  ghaftly  tyrant,  who  had  fway'dl 
So  many  thoufand  ages  uncontroil'd. 
No  longer  cpuld  his  fceptre  hold ; 
But  gave  up  all,  and  was  himfelf  a  captive  made*.    ' 

The  fcatter'd  particles  of  human  clay, 
Which  in  the  filent  grave's  dark  chambers  lay,, 
Refume  their  priftine  forms  again. 
And  now  from  mortal,  grow  immortal  men,. 
Stupendous  energy  of  facred  Power, 

Which  .can  collect  whatever  call 
The  fmalleft  atoms,  and  that  fliape  reflore 
Which  they  had  worn  fo  many  years  before. 
That  through  ftrange  accidents  and  numerous  changez-- 
paft!' 

See  how  the  joyful  angels  fiy, 
Eroin  every  quarter  of  the  Iky^ 

To 
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To  gather  and  to  convoy  all 
The  pious  fons  of  human  race. 
To  one  capacious  place. 
Above  the  confines  of  this  flaming  ball. 

See  with  what  tendernefs  and  love  they  bear 
Thofe  righteous  fouls  through  the  tumultuous  air; 

Whilft  the  ungodly  ftand  below. 
Raging  with  Ihame,  confufion,  and  defpair, 
Amidft  the  burning  overthrow, 
Expefting  fiercer  torment,  and  acuter  woe. 
Round  them  infernal  fpirits  howling  fly  ; 
O  horror,  curfes,  tortures,  chains  !  they  cry 
And  roar  aloud  with  execrable  blafphemy. 


} 


Hark  how  the  daring  fons  of  infamy 
Who  once  difiblv'd  in  pleafures  lap. 
And  laugh'd  at  this  tremendous  day. 
To  rocks  and  mountains  now  to  hide  them  cry. 
But  rocks  and  mountains  all  in  afhes  lie. 
Their  fname  's  fo  mighty,  and  fo  flrong  their  fear. 
That,  rather  than  appear 
Before  a  God  incens'd,  they  would  be  hurl'd 
Amongft  the  burning  ruins  of  the  world. 
And  lie  conceal'd,  if  polfible,  for  ever  there. 
Time  was  they  would  not  own  a  Deity, 

Nor  after  death  a  future  ftate  ; 
But  novv,  by  fad  experience,  find,  too  late. 
There  is,  and  terrible  to  that  degree. 
That  rather  than  behold  his  face,  they  'd  ceafe  to  be. 

And 
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And  fure  'tis  better,  if  Heaven  would  give  confent. 
To  have  no  being  ;  but  they  muft  remain. 
For  ever,  and  for  ever  be  in  pain. 
O  inexpreffible,  ftupendous  puniihment. 
Which  cannot  be  endur'd,  yet  muft  be  underwent ! 

But  now,  the  eaftern  Ikies  expanding  wide. 

The  glorious  Judge  omnipotent  defcends. 
And  to  the  fublunary  world  his  paflage  bends ; 
Where,  cloath'd  with  human  nature,  he  did  once  refide. 

Round  him  the  bright  ethereal  armies  fly. 

And  loud  triumphant  hallelujahs  fmg. 

With  fongs  of  praife,  and  hymns  of  vidory. 
To  their  celeftial  king  ; 

All  glory,  power,  dominion,  majefty. 

Now,  and  for  everlaiUng  ages,  be 
To  the  Effential  One,  and  Co-eternal  Three, 
Perifb  that  world,  as  'tis  decreed. 
Which  faw  the  God  incarnate  bleed  ! 

Perifn  by  thy  almighty  vengeance  thofe 

Who  durft  thy  perfon,  or  thy  laws,  expofe ; 
The  curled  refuge  of  mankind,  and  hell's  proud  kcd^ 

Now  to  the  unbelieving  nations  fhew. 

Thou  art  a  God  from  all  eternity ; 

Not  titular,  or  but  by  office  fo  ; 

And  let  them  the  myfterious  union  fee 
Of  human  nature  with  the  Deity. 

With  mighty  tranfpoits,  yet  with  awful  fears, 
1'he  good  behold  this  glorious  fight! 
Their  God  in  ail  his  majcliy  appears. 

Ineffable, 
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InefFable,  amazing  bright. 
And  feated  on  a  throne  of  everlafting  light. 
Round  the  tribunal,  next  to  the  Moft  High, 
In  facred  difcipline  and  order.  Hand 
The  peers  and  princes  of  the  fky. 
As  they  excel  in  glory  or  command. 
Upon  the  right  hand  that  illuftrious  crowd. 
In  the  white  bofom  of  a  Ihining  cloud, 
Whofe  fouls  abhorring  all  ignoble  crimes. 

Did,  with  a  fteady  courfe,  purfue. 
His  holy  precepts  in  the  worfr  of  times, 
Ivlaugre  what  earth  or  hell,  what  man  or  devils  could  do. 
And  now  that  God  they  did  to  death  adore. 
For  whom  fuch  torments  and  fueh  pains  they  bore 
Returns  to  place  them  on  thofe  thrones  above, 
Where,  undiiuirb'd,  uncloy'd,  they  will  poiTefs 
Divine,  fubilantial  happinefs. 
Unbounded  as  his  power,  and  lading  as  his  love. 

Go,  bring,  the  Judge  impartial,  frowning,  cries, 
Thofe  rebel  fons,  who  did  my  laws  defpife  ; 
Whom  neither  threats  nor  proraifes  could  move. 
Not  all  my  fufFerings,  nor  all  my  love. 
To  fave  themfelves  from  everlafting  miferics. 
At  this  ten  millions  of  archangels  flew 
Swifter  than  lightning,  or  the  fwifteil  thought. 
And  kfs  than  in  an  inilant  brought 
The  v/retched,  curs'd,  infernal,  crew] 
Who  with  diitorted  afpefts  come. 
To  hear  their  fad,  intolerable  doom. 
Alas !  they  cry,  one  beam  of  mercy  fnew^ 
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Thou  all-forgiving  Deity ! 
To  pardon  crimes,  is  natural  to  thee : 
Crufh  us  to  nothing,  or  fufpend  our  woe. 

But  if  it  cannot,  cannot  be. 
And  we  mufi  go  into  a  gulph  of  fire, 

(For  who  can  with  Omnipotence  contend  ?) 
Grant,  for  thou  art  a  God,  it  may  at  laft  expire. 
And  all  our  tortures  have  an  end. 
Eternal  burnings,  O,  we  cannot  bear ! 
Though  now  our  bodies  too  immortal  are. 
Let  them  be  pungent  to  the  laft  degree  : 
And  let  our  pains  innumerable  be  ; 
But  let  them  not  extend  to  all  eternity! 


} 


Lo,  now  there  does  no  place  remain 
For  penitence  and  tears,  but  all 
Muft  by  their  anions  ftand  or  fall : 
To  hope  for  pity,  is  in  vain  ; 
The  dye  is  caft,  and  not  to  be  recall'd  again. 
Two  mighty  books  are  by  two  angels  brought ; 
In  this,  impartially  recorded,  ftands 
The  law  of  nature,  and  divine  commands  : 
In  that,  each  adion,  word,  and  thought, 
Whate'er  was  faid  in  fecret,  or  in  fecret  wrought. 
Then  firft  the  virtuous  and  the  good. 
Who  all  the  fury  of  temptation  ftood. 
And  bravely  pafs'd  thro'  ignominy,  chains,  and  blood. 
Attended  by  their  guardian  angels  come 
To  the  tremendous  bar  of  final  doom. 
Jn  vain  the  grand  accufer,  railing,  brings 
A  long  indictment  of  enormous  things, 

Wbofc 


,] 


126  POMFRET'S    POEMS. 

Whofe  guilt  wip'd  off  by  penitential  tears. 
And  their  Redeemer's  blood  and  agonies. 
No  more  to  their  aftoniihment  appears. 
But  in  the  fecret  womb  of  dark  oblivion  lies. 

Come,  now,  my  friends,  he  cries,  ye  fons  cf  grace^ 
Partakers  once  of  all  my  wrongs  and  Ihame, 

Defpis'd  and  hated  for  my  name  ; 
Come  to  your  Saviour's  and  your  God's  embrace; 
Afcend,  and  thofe  bright  diadems  poffefs. 
For  you  by  my  eternal  Father  made. 
Ere  the  foundation  of  the  world  was  laid  ; 
And  that  furprizing  happinefs, 
Immenfe  as  my  own  Godhead,  and  will  ne'er  be  lefs* 
For  when  I  languifhing  in  prifon  lay. 
Naked,  and  ftarv'd  almoft  for  want  of  bread. 

You  did  your  kindly-vints  pay. 
Both  cloath'd  my  body,  and  my  hunger  fed. 
Weary 'd  with  ficknefs,  or  opprefs'd  with  grief. 
Your  hand  was  always  ready  to  fupply : 
Whene'er  I  wanted,  you  were  always  by. 
To  fhare  my  forrows,  or  to  give  relief. 
In  all  dill:refs,  (o  tender  was  your  love, 

I  could  no  anxious  trouble  bear ; 
No  black  misfortune,  or  vexatious  care. 
But  you  were  flill  impatient  to  remove. 
And  mourn'd,  your  charitable  hand  fhould  unfuccefsful 
prove : 
All  this  you  did,  though  not  to  me 
In  perfon,  yet  to  mine  in  raifery  ; 

And 
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And  {hall  for  ever  live 
In  all  the  glories  that  a  God  can  give 
Or  a  created  bein.cr  's  able  to  receive. 


'L> 
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At  this  the  architects  divine  on  high 
Innumerable  thrones  of  glory  raife. 
On  which  they,  in  appointed  order,  place. 

The  human  coheirs  of  eternity. 
And  with  united  hymns  the  God  incarnate  praife  i 
O  holy,  holy,  holy.  Lord, 
Eternal  God,  Almighty  One, 
Be  Thou  for  ever,  and  be  Thou  alone. 
By  all  thy  creatures,  conftantly  adored! 
Ineffable,  co-equal  Three, 
Who  from  non-entity  gave  birth 
To  angels  and  to  men,  to  heaven  and  to  earth. 
Yet  always  waft  Thyfelf,  and  wilt  for  ever  be. 
But  for  thy  mercy,  we  had  ne'er  polTeft 
Thefe  thrones,  and  this  immenfe  felicity  ; 
Could  ne'er  have  been  fo  infinitely  bleft  ! 
Therefore  all  Glory,  Power,  Dominion,  Majefty, 

To  Thee,  O  Lamb  of  God,  to  Thee, 
For  ever  longer,  than  for  ever,  be  1 

Then  the  incarnate  Godhead  turns  his  face 

To  thofe  upon  the  left,  and  cries, 
(Almighty  vengeance  flafhing  in  his  eye&J 

Ye  impious,  unbelieving  race. 

To  thofe  eternal  torments  go. 


} 
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Prepar'd  for  thofe  rebellious  fons  of  light. 
In  burning  darknefs  and  in  flaming  night. 
Which  fhali  no  limit  or  ccflation  know. 

But  always  are  extreme,  and  always  will  be  fo» 
The  final  fentence  pad,  a  dreadful  cloud 
Inclofmg  all  the  miferable  crowd, 
•A  mighty  hurricane  of  thunder  rofe. 
And  hurl'd  them  all  into  a  lake  of  fire. 
Which  never,  never,  never  can  expire ; 
The  vaft  ab)'f3  of  endlefs  woes ; 

Whilft  with  their  God  the  righteous  mount  on  high. 
In  glorious  triumph  pafling  through  the  iky, 

T'o  jo}s  immciife.,  and  everlatting  extafy. 

REASON:      A      POEM. 

WRITTE?^    IN    THE    YEAR    J-yOO. 

UNHAPPY  man!  who,  through  fuccefiive  years. 
From  early  youth  to  life's  lalt  childhood  errs ; 
No  fooner  born  but  proves  a  foe  to  truth  ; 
For  infant  Reafon  is  o'erpovver'd  in  youth. 
The  cheats  of  fenfe  will  half  our  learning  Ihare ; 
And  pre-conceptions  all  our  knowledge  are. 
Reafon,  'tis  true,  fhould  over  fenfe  prefide  : 
Corrett  our  notions,  and  our  judgments  guide; 
But  falfe  opinions,  rooted  in  the  mind. 
Hoodwink  the  foul,  and  keep  our  Reafon  blind. 
Reafon  's  a  taper,  which  but  faintly  burns ; 
A  languid  fiame,  that  glows,  and  dies  by  turns : 

W« 
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We  fee  *t  a  little  while,  and  but  a  little  way ; 

We  travel  by  its  light,  as  men  by  day  : 

But  quickly  dying,  it  forfakes  us  foon. 

Like  morning-liars,  that  never  ftay  till  noon. 
The  foul  can  fcarce  above  the  body  rife ; 

And  all  we  fee  is  with  corporeal  eyes. 

Life  now  does  fcarce  one  glimpfe  of  light  difplay ; 

We  mourn  in  darknefs,  and  defpair  of  day  ; 

That  natural  night,  once  dreft  v/ith  orient  beams. 

Is  now  diminifh'd,  and  a  twilight  feems ; 

A  mifcellaneous  compofition,  made 

Of  niglVt  and  day,  of  funlhine  and  of  fhade. 

Through  an  uncertain  medium  now  we  look. 

And  find  that  falfehood,  which  for  truth  we  took : 

So  rays  projefted  from  the  eaftern  fKies, 

Shew  the  falfe  day  before  the  fun  can  rife. 

That  little  knowledge  now  which  man  obtains. 
From  outward  objefls,  and  from  fenfe  he  gains  : 

He,  like  a  wretched  Have,  muft  plod  and  fweat ; 
By  day  muft  toil,  by  night  that  toil  repeat ; 
And  yet,  at  lad,  what  little  fruit  he  gains! 
A  beggar's  harveft,  glean'd  with  mighty  pains ! 

The  paflions,  ftill  predominant,  v/ill  rule 
Ungovcra'd,  rude,  not  bred  in  Rcafon's  fchool  ; 
Our  underftanding  they  with  darknefs  fill, 
Caufe  ftrong  corruptions,  and  pervert  the  will. 
On  thefe  the  foul,  as  on  fome  flowing  tide, 
Mufl  fit,  and  on  the  raging  billows  ride. 
Hurried  a-.vay ;  for  how  can  be  v/ithftood 
Th'  impetuous  torrent  of  the  boihnj  blood  ? 

Vol.  XVII.  K  Be 
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Re  gone,  falfe  hopes,  for  all  our  learning  's  vain  j 

Can  we  be  free  where  thefe  the  rule  maintain  r 

Thefe  are  the  tools  of  knowledge  which  we  ufe  ; 

The  fpirits  heated,  will  ftrange  things  produce. 

Tell  me,  whoe'er  the  pafTions  could  control. 

Or  from  thg  body  difengage  the  foul : 

Till  this  is  done,  our  heft  purfuits  are  vain. 

To  conquer  truth,  and  unmix'd  knowledge  gain  : 

I'hrough  all  the  bulky  volumes  of  the  dead. 

And  through  thofe  books  that  modern  times  have  bred. 

With  pain  v/e  travel,  as  through  moorifh  ground, 

"Where  fcarce  one  ufeful  plant  is  ever  found; 

O'er-run  with  errors,  which  fo  thick  appear. 

Our  fearch  proves  vain,  no  fpark  of  truth  is  there. 

What  's  all  the  noify  jargon  of  the  fchools,  -i 

But  idle  nonfenfe  of  laborious  fools,  I 

Who  fetter  Reafon  with  perplexing  rules  ?  J 

"What  in  Aquina's  bulky  works  are  found. 
Does  not  enlighten  Reafon,  but  confound  ; 
Who  travels  Scotus'  fuelling  tomes,  fhall  find 
A  cloud  of  darknefs  rifmg  on  the  mind  ; 
In  controverted  points  can  Reafon  fway, 
Wiien  paffion,  or  conceit,  ftill  hurries  us  away! 
Thus  his  new  notions  Sherlock  would  inftil. 
And  clear  the  greateft  myfteries  at  will ; 
Bat,  by  unlucky  wit,  perplex'd  them  more. 
And  made  them  darker  than  they  were  before. 
South  foon  oppos'd  him,  out  of  chriftian  zeal; 
Shewing  how  well  he  could  difpute  and  rail. 

How 
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How  (hall  we  e'er  di^co^■er  which  is  right. 

When  both  fo  eagerly  maintain  the  fight  ? 

Each  does  the  other's  arguments  deride ; 

Each  has  the  church  and  fcripture  on  his  fide. 

The  (harp,  ill-natur'd  combat  's  bat  a  jeft ; 

Both  may  be  wrong;  one,  perhaps,  errs  the  Icafl. 

How  fhall  we  know  which  articles  are  true. 

The  old  ones  of  the  church,  or  Burnet's  new  ? 

In  paths  uncertain  and  unfafe  he  treads. 

Who  blindly  follows  other  fertile  heads  : 

What'fure,  what  certain  mark  have  we  to  know. 

The  right  or  wrong,  'twixt  Burgefs,  Wake,  and  Howe  ? 

Should  unturn'd  nature  crave  the  medic  art. 
What  health  can  that  contentious  tribe  impart  ? 
Every  phyfician  writes  a  different  bill. 
And  gives  no  other  Reafon  but  his  will. 
No  longer  boall  your  art,  ye  impious  race  ; 
Let  wars  'twixt  Aicalies  and  Acids  ceafe  ; 
And  proud  G — 11  v/ith  Colbatch  be  at  peace. 
Gibbons  and  Radcliffe  do  but  rarely  guefs ; 
To-day  they  'vc  good,  to-morrow,  no  fuccefs. 
Ev'n  Garth  and  *  Mauriis  fometimes  fhall  preval!. 
When  Gibfon,  learned  Hannes,  and  Tyfon,  fail. 
And,  more  than  once,  we  've  feen,  that  blundering  Slcane, 
Miffing  the  gout,  by  chance  has  hit  the  flone  ; 
The  patient  does  the  lucky  error  find  : 
A  cure  he  works,  though  not  the  cure  defign'd. 

Cuftom,  the  world  's  great  idol,  we  adore; 
And  knowing  this,  we  feek  to  know  no  more« 
*  Sir  Richard  Blackm-ie. 

K  2  What 


} 


132  POM  FRET'S     POEM  So 

What  education  did  at  firft  receive. 
Our  ripen'd  age  confirms  us  to  believe. 
The  careful  nurfe,  and  prieft,  are  all  we  need. 
To  learn  opinions,  and  our  country's  creed  : 
The  parent's  precepts  early  are  inftill'd. 
And  fpoil  the  man,  while  they  inftruct  the  child. 
To  what  hard  fate  is  human-kind  betray 'd. 
When  thus  implicit  faith,  a  virtue  made  ; 
When  education  more  tlian  truth  prevails,  l| 

And  nought  is  current  but  what  cufiom  feals  ? 
Thus,  from  the  time  we  iirll  began  to  know. 
We  live  and  learn,  but  not  the  wifer  grow. 
We  feldom  ufe  our  liberty  aright, 

Kor  judge  of  things  by  univerfal  light : 

Our  prepoffeiTions  and  aiiecrtions  bind  i 

The  foul  in  chains,  and  lord  it  o'er  the  mind  ;  i 

And  if  felf-intereft  be  but  in  the  cafe. 

Our  unexamin'd  principles  may  pafs ! 

Good  Heavens !  that  man  fhould  thus  himfelf  deceive. 

To  learn  on  credit,  and  on  truft  believe! 

Better  the  mind  no  notions  had  retain'd. 

But  ftill  a  fair,  unwritten  blank  remain'd  ; 

For  now,  who  truth  from  falfehood  would  difcern, 

Muft  firft  difrobe  the  mind,  and  all  unlearn. 

Errors,  contravi:k-d  in  unmindful  youth. 

When  once  remov'd,  v/ill  fmooth  the  way  to  truth  ; 

To  difpoifefs  the  child,  the  mortal  lives ; 

But  death  approaches  ere  the  m.an  arrives. 

Thofe  Vvho  would  learning's  glorious  kingdom  find. 

The  dear-bought  purchafe  cf  the  trading  mind. 

From 
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From  many  dangers  muft  themfelves  acquit. 
And  more  than  Scylla  and  Charybdis  meet. 
Oh !  what  an  ocean  mull  be  voyag'd  o'er. 
To  gain  a  profpevft  of  the  fhining  fnore ! 
Refilting  rocks  oppofe  th'  inquiring  foul. 
And  adverfe  waves  retard  it  as  they  roll. 
Does  not  that  foolifli  deference  we  pay 
To  men  that  liv'd  long  fmce,  our  paflage  ftay  ? 
What  odd,  prepofterous  paths  at  firft  we  tread,. 
And  learn  to  walk  by  ftumbling  on  the  dead  I 
Firic  we  a  bleffing  from  the  grave  implore, 
Worfnip  old  urns,  and  monuments  adore  ! 
The  reverend  fage,  v.  ith  vail  efteem,  we  prize  : 
He  ILv'd  long  fmce,  and  muft  be  wondrous  v/ife ! 
'i'hus  are  we  debtors  to  the  famous  dead. 
For  all  thofe  errors  which  their  fancies  bred : 
Errors  indeed  I  for  real  knowledge  ftay'd 
With  thofe  firft  times,  not  farther  was  convey 'd; 
While  light  opinions  are  much  lower  brought. 
For  on  the  waves  of  ignorance  they  float : 
But  folid  truth  fcarce  ever  gains  the  fliore. 
So  foon  it  fmks,  and  ne'er  emerges  more. 

Suppofe  thofe  many  dreadful  dangers  pajR  ; 
Vv'ill  knowledge  dawn,  and  blefs  the  mind,  at  laft  ?' 
Ah  1  no,  't  is  now  environ'd  from  our  eyes. 
Hides  all  its  charms,  and  undifcover'd  lies ! 
Truth,  like  a  fiiigle  point,  efcapes  the  iight. 
And  claims  attention  to  perceive  it  right ! 
But  what  refembks  truth  is  foon  defcry'd. 
Spreads  like  a  fuiface,  and  expanded  wide  I 

K  3  The 
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The  firft  man  rarely,  very  rarely  finds 

The  tedious  fearch  of  long  enquiring  minds : 

But  }'et  what  's  v/orfe,  we  know  not  what  we  err ; 

What  mark  does  truth,  what  bright  difdndiion  bear  ? 

How  do  we  know  that  what  v*^e  know  is  true  ? 

How  flTall  we  falfehood  fly,  and  truth  purfue  ? 

Let  none  then  here  his  certain  knowledge  boaft ; 

'  r  is  all  but  probability  at  mod  : 

This  is  the  eaty  purchafe  of  the  mind  ; 

The  vulgar's  treafure,  which  we  foon  may  find! 

But  truth  lies  hid,  and  ere  we  can  explore 

The  glittering  gem,  our  fleeting  life  is  o'er. 

DIES        NOVISSIMA: 

OR,      THE 

LAST       EPIPHANY. 

A     PINDARIC     ODE,      ON     CHRIST's     SECOND 
APPEARANCE,      TO    JUDGE    THE    WORLD. 

ADIEU,  ye  toyifh  reeds,  that  once  could  pleafe 
My  fofter  lips,  and  lull  my  cares  to  eafe  : 
Be  gone  ;  I  '11  walte  no  m.ore  vain  hours  with  you  ; 
And,  fmiling  Sylvia  too,  adieu. 

A  brighter  power  invokes  my  Mufe, 
And  loftier  thoughts  and  raptures  does  infufe. 
See,  beckoning  from  yon  cloud,  he  {lands, 
And  promifes  afiiilance  with  his  b^nds ; 

I  feel 
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I  feel  the  heavy-rolling  God, 
Incumbent,  revel  in  his  frail  abode. 

How  my  breaft  heaves,  and  piilfes  beat ! 
I  fmk,  I  fmk,  beneath  the  furious  heat : 

The  weighty  blifs  overwhelms  my  bread. 
And  over-flowing  joys  profufely  wafte. 

Some  nobler  bard,  O  facred  Power,  infpire. 
Or  foul  more  large,  th'  elapfes  to  receive  : 

And,  brighter  yet,  to  catch  the  fire. 
And  each  gay  following  charm  from  death  to  fave ! 
^In  vain  the  fuit — the  God  infiames  my  bread  ; 

I  rave,  with  extafies  oppreft  : 
I  rife,  the  mountains  leflen,  and  retire  ; 
And  now  I  mix,  unfmg'd,  with  elemental  fire  ! 

The  leading  deity  I  have  in  view ; 
Nor  mortal  knows,  as  yet,  what  wonders  will  enfue. 

We  pafs'd  through  regions  of  unfuUied  light ; 

I  gaz'd,  and  licken'd  at  the  blifsfiil  fight ; 
A  Ihuddering  palenefs  feiz'd  my  look  : 

At  laft  the  peft  flew  off,  and  thus  I  fpoke  ; 
<«  Say,  Sacred  Guide,  (hall  this  bright  clime 

**  Survive  the  fatal  tcfl  of  time, 
*'  Or  perifh,  with  our  mortal  globe  belov/, 

*'  When  yon  fun  no  longer  (bines  V 
Straight  I  linifh'd veiling  low  ; 

The  \ifionary  power  rejoins : 
*«  'T  is  not  for  you  to  alk,  nor  mine  to  fay, 

**  The  niceties  of  that  tremendous  day, 

K  4  "  Know 
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*«  Know,  when  o'er-jaded  Time  his  round  has  run, 
**  And  finiih'd  are  the  radiant  journeys  of  the  fun, 

**  The  great  decilive  morn  fhall  rife, 
'*  And  Heaven's  bright  Judge  appear  in  opening  Ikies! 
♦*  Eternal  grace  and  juiiice  he  '11  beftow 

**  On  all  the  trembling  world  below." 

Ke  faid.     I  Rius'd  ;  and  thus  returned  : 
♦*  What  enfigns,  courteous  ftranger,  tell, 

«♦  Shall  the  brooding  day  reveal  r'* 
He  anfwer'd  mild 

**  Already,  ftupid  with  their  crimes, 
**  Blind  mortals  proftrate  to  their  idols  lie  : 

*•  Such  were  the  boding  times, 

**  Ere  ruin  blafted  from  the  fluicy  iky  ; 
«*  DiiTolv'd  they  lay  in  fulfome  eafe, 

**  Axnd  revel'd  in  luxuriant  peace ; 
**  In  bacchanals  they  did  their  hours  confume, 
«'  And  bacchanals  led  cix  their  fv.'ift  ad\  ancing  doom,  ■^ 

Adulterate  Chrifts  already  rife. 

And  dare  t'  afiiiage  the  angry  fkies ; 
Erratic  throngs  their  Saviour's  blood  deny. 
And  from  the  Crofs,  alas  1  he  does  neglected  ligh  ; 
The  Anti-Chriftian  Power  has  rais'd  his  Hydra  head, 
A.nd  ruin,  only  lefs  than  Jefus'  health,  does  fpread. 

So  long  the  gore  through  poifon'd  veins  has  fiovv'd. 

That  fcarcely  ranker  is  a  fury's  blood ; 

Yet  fpccious  artiuce,  and  fair  difguife. 

The  mcnilcr's  fhape,  and  curil  defign^  belies : 

A  nend's 
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A  fiend's  Wack  venom,  in  an  angel's  mien. 
He  quaffs,  and  fcatters,  the  contagious  fpleen 
Straight,  when  he  finilhes  his  lawlefs  reign. 

Nature  fhall  paint  the  fhining  fcene, 
Qaick  as  the  lightning  which  infpires  the  train. 

Forward  confufion  fhall  provoke  the  fray. 
And  nature  from  her  ancient  order  ftray ; 

Black  tempefts,  gathering  from  the  feas  around^ 
In  horrid  ranges  (hall  advance  ; 
And,  as  they  march,  in  thickeft  fables  drown'd. 

The  rival  thunder  from  tlie  clouds  lliall  found> 
And  lightnings  join  the  fearful  dance: 
The  bluftering  armies  o'er  the  ikies  fliail  fpread> 

And  univerfal  terror  (hed  ; 
Loud  iffuing  peals,  and  rifmg  (heets  of  fmoke, 

Th'  cncumber'd  region  of  the  air  Ihall  choke ; 
The  noify  main  ihall  lalli  the  fuffering  fliore. 

And  from  the  rocks  the  breaking  billows  roar  I 

Black  thunder  burfts,  blue  lightning  burns. 

And  melting  worlds  to  heaps  of  afnes  turns  I 
The  forells  fhall  beneath  the  tempeft  bend. 

And  rugged  winds  the  nodding  cedars  rend* 

Reverfe  all  Nature's  web  ihall  run. 
And  fpotlcls  mifrule  all  around. 
Order,  its  flying  foe,  confound  ; 
Whilil  backward  all  the  threads  fhall  haite  tobe  unfpun. 

Triumphant  Chaos,  with  his  oblique  wand, 
(Thje  wand  with  which,  ere  time  begun^ 

His 
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His  wandering  flares  he  did  command. 
And  made  them  fcamper  right,  and  in  rude  ranges  run) 

The  hoiiile  harmony  fnall  chace  ; 
And  as  the  nymph  refigns  her  place. 

And  panting  to  the  neighbouring  refuge  £ies. 
The  formlefs  ruffian  flaughters  with  his  eyes. 
And  following  ftorms  the  pearching  dame'"s  retreat. 

Adding  the  terror  of  his  threat ; 
The  globe  ihall  fajntly  tremble  round. 
And  backward  jolt,  diftorted  with  the  wound, 

Swath'd  in  fubflantial  (hrowds  of  night. 
The  fickening  fun  fliall  from  the  world  retire, 

Stripp'd  of  his  dazzling  robes  of  fire ; 
Which  dangling,  once,  (bed  round  alavifh  flood  of  light! 
No  frail  eclipfe,  but  all  effential  Ihade, 
Not  )delding  to  primaeval  gloom, 
Whilft  day  was  yet  an  embryo  in  the  womb  ; 
Nor  glimmering  in  its  fource,    with  filver  ftreamers 

play'd, 
A  jetty  mixture  of  the  darknefs  fpread 
O'er  murmuring  ^Egypt's  head  ; 
And  that  which  angels  drew 
O'er  Nature's  face,  when  Jefus  died  ; 
Which  fleeping  ghofts  for  this  raiftook. 
And,  riling,  off  their  hanging  funerals  fliook. 
And   fleeting  pafs'd  expos'd   their  bloodlefs  breall  to 
view. 
Yet  find  it  not  To  dark,  and  to  their  dormitories  glide. 

Now 
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Now  bolder  fires  appear. 

And  o'er  the  palpable  obfcurement  fport. 
Glaring  and  gay  as  falling  Lucifer, 

Yet  mark'd  \\  ith  fate,   as  when  he  fied  th'  a^thcrial 
court. 
And  plung'd  into  the  opening  gulph  of  night ; 
A  fabre  of  immortal  fiame  I  bore. 
And,  with  this  arm,  his  flourifhing  plume  I  tore. 
And  ftraight  the  fiend  retreated  from  the  fight. 

Mean  time  the  lambient  prodigies  on  high 

Take  gamefome  meafures  in  the  iky  ; 
Joy'd  with  his  future  feaft,  the  thunder  roars 

In  chorus  to  th'  enormous  harmony ; 
And  holloo's  to  his  offspring  from  fulphureous  (lores: 
Applauding  how  they  tilt,  and  hov/  they  fly. 

And  their  each  nimble  turn,  and  radiant  embafly. 

The  moon  turns  paler  at  the  fight. 

And  all  the  blazing  orbs  deny  their  light ; 
The  lightning  with  its  livid  tail, 
A  train  of  glittering  terrors  draws  behind. 
Which  o'er  the  trembling  world  prevail ; 
Wing'd  and  blown  on  by  ftorms  of  wind. 

They  fnew  the  hideous  leaps  on  either  hand. 

Of  Night,  that  fpreads  her  ebon  curtains  round. 
And  there  erefts  her  royal  fiand. 

In  feven-fold  winding  jet  her  confcious  temples  bound. 

The  ftars,  next  ftarting  from  their  fpheres. 
In  giddy -revolutions  leap  and  bound; 

Whilft 
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Whilft  this  with  doubtful  fury  glares. 
And  meditate  new  wars. 
And  wheels  in  fportive  gyres  around. 
Its  neighbour  fhall  advance  to  f.ght  ; 
A.nd  while  each  offers  to  enlaro;e  its  riq-ht, 
1  ne  general  ruin  fnali  increafe. 
And  banifii  all  the  votaries  of  peace. 
Wo  more  the  flats,  with  paler  beams. 
Shall  tremble  o'er  the  midnight  ftreams,, 
But  travel  downward  to  behold 

Wliat  mimics  them  fo  twinkling  there  : 
And,  like  NarciiTus,  as  they  gain  more  near* 
For  the  lov'd  image  ftraight  expire,. 
And  agonize  in  warm  defire. 
Or  flake  their  lail,  as  in  the  ftream  they  roll. 

Whilft  the  world  burns,  and  all  the  orbs  below 

In  their  viperous  ruins  glow, 
I'hey  fink,,  and  unfupported  leave  the  fkies,. 

Which  fall  abrupt,    and  tell  their  torment  in  die 
noife. 
Then  fee  th'  Almighty  Judge,  fedate  and  bright, 
Cloath'd  in  imperial  robes  of  light ! 
His  v/ings  the  wind,  rough  flora:!s  the  cha^riot  bear,- 
.And  nimble  harbingers  before  him  fiy. 

And  v/ith  ofEcious  rudenefs  brufn  the  air ; 
Halt  as  he  halts,  then  doubling  in  their  flight. 
In  horrid  fport  with  one  another  vie. 
And  leave  behind  quick-winding  tracls  of  light; 
Then  urging,  to  their  rajiks  they  clofe^ 
And  Ihivering,  left  they  ftart,  a  failing  caravan  compofe. 

The 
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The  Mighty  Judge  rides  in  tempeftuous  (late 
AVhiht  mighty  guards  his  orders  wait  : 

His  waving  veftmcnts  (hine 
Bright  as  the  fun,  which  lately  did  its  beam  refign. 
And  burnifh'd  wreaths  of  light  fhali  make  his  form 

divine. 
Strong  beams  of  majefty  around  his  temples  play. 
And  the  tranfcendent  gaiety  of  his  face  allay ; 
His  Father's  reverend  characters  he  "11  wear. 

And  both  o'erwhelm  with  light,  and  over-awe  with 

fear. 
Myriads  of  angels  (hall  be  there. 

And  I,  i^erhaps,  clofe  the  tremendous  rear; 
Ancjels,  the  iirft  and  faireft  fons  of  dav. 

Clad  with  eternal  youth,  and  as  their  veflments  gay. 

Nor  for  magnificence  alone. 

To  brighten  and  enlarge  the  pageant  fcene. 
Shall  we  encircle  his  more  dazzling  throne. 

And  fwell  the  luftre  of  his  pompous  train ; 
The  nimble  minifters  of  blifs  or  woe 

We  fhail  attend,  and  fave,  or  deal  the  blow. 
As  he  admits  to  joy,  or  bids  to  pain. 

The  welcome  news 
Through  every  Angel's  breaft  frelh  rapture  fhall  diffufe. 

The  day  is  come. 
When  Satan  with  his  powers  Ihall  fmk  to  endlefs  doom. 

No  more  thall  we  his  hoftile  troops  purfue 
From  cloud  to  cloud,  nor  the  long  fight  renew. 

Then 
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Then  Raphael,  big  with  life,  the  trump  fhall  found. 
From  falling  fpheres  the  joyfLil  mufic  fliall  rebound. 
And  feas  and  (hores  (hall  catch  and  picpagate  it  round  : 
Louder  he  '11  blow,  and  it  fhall  fpeak  more  llirill. 
Than  when,  from  Sinai's  hill. 
In  thunder  through  the  horrid  reddening  fmoke, 

Th'  Almighty  fpoke. 
We  'II  (hout  around  with  martial  joy. 
And  thrice  the  vaulted  Ikies  fhall  rend,  and  thrice  our 

fhouts  reply. 
Then  firft  th'  Archangel's  voice,  aloud. 
Shall  chearfuUy  falute  tlie  day  and  throng, 
A.nd  Hallelujah  fill  the  croud  ; 
And  I,  perhaps,  fhall  ciofe  the  fong. 

From  its  long  fleep  all  human  race  fhall  rife. 
And  fee  the  morn  and  Judge  advancing  in  the  fkies : 

To  their  old  tenements  the  fouls  return, 
Whilil  down  the  fleep  of  Heaven  as  fwift  the  judge  de- 

fcends ! 
Thefe  look  illuflrious  bright,  no  more  to  mourn  : 
Whilft,  fee,  diftrafted  looks  yon  flaiking  Ihades  attend. 
The  faints  no  more  fhall  conflidrt  on  the  deep. 
Nor  rugged  waves  infult  the  labouring  fhip  ; 
But  from  the  wreck  in  triumph  they  arife. 
And  borne  to  blifs  fhall  tread  emr>vreal  fkies. 
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TO    MR.    EDWARD    HOWARD. 

0  V       HIS 

LNCOMPARABLE,    INCOMPREHENSIBLE     POEM, 
CALLED    THE    BRITISH     PRINCES, 

COME  on,  ye  Critics,  find  one  fault  who  dares ; 
For  read  it  backward,  like  a  witch's  prayers, 
'Twill  do  as  well ;  throw  not  away  your  jefts 
On  folid  nonfenfe  that  abides  all  tefts. 
Wit,  like  tierce-claret,,  when  't  begins  to  pall, 
Negleded  lies,,  and  's  of  no  ufe  at  all. 
But,  in  its  full  perfedion  of  decay,. 
Turns  vinegar,  and  comes  again  in  play. 
Thou  haft  a  brain,  fuch  as  it  is  indeed  j 
On  what  elfe  fhould  thy  worm  of  fancy  feed  I 
Yet  in  a  filbert  I  have  often  known 
Maggots  furvive,  when  all  the  kernel  's  gone. 
This  fimile  fhall  ftand  in  thy  defence, 
*Gainft  thofe  dull  rogues  who  now  and  then  write  fenfe. 
Thy  ftyle  *s  the  fame,  whatever  be  thy  theme. 
As  fome  digeftions  turn  all  meat  to  phlegm  ; 
They  lye,  dear  Ned,  who  fay  thy  brain  is  barren. 
Where  deep  conceits,  like  maggots,  breed  in  carrion#. 
Thy  ftumbling  founder'd  jade  can  trot  as  high 
As  any  other  Pegafus  can  fly  ; 

h  z  So 
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So  the  dull  eel  moves  nimbler  in  the  mud. 
Than  all  the  fwift-finn'd  racers  of  the  flood* 

As  Ikilful  divers  to  the  bottom  fall 
•Sooner  than  thofe  who  cannot  fwim  at  all ; 
So  in  this  way  of  writing,  without  thinking. 
Thou  haft  a  ftrange  alacrity  in  fmking. 
Thou  writ'il  below  ev'n  thy  own  natural  parts, 
A^nd  with  acquir'd  dulnefs  and  new  arts 
Of  ftudy'd  nonfenfe,  tak'ft  kind  readers  hearts. 
Therefore,  dear  Ned,  at  my  advice,  forbear 
Such  loud  complaints  'gainit  Critics  to  prefer. 
Since  thou  art  turn'd  an  arrant  libeller ; 
Thou  fttt'ft  thy  name  to  what  thyfelf  doft  write ; 
Did  ever  libel  yet  fo  Iharply  bite  ? 


TO      THE      SAME. 

ON      HIS      PLAYS, 

THOU  damn'd  Antipodes  to  common-fenfe. 
Thou  foil  to  Flecknoe,  pr'ythee  tell  from  whence 
Does  all  this  mighty  ftock  of  dulnefs  fpring  ? 
Is  it  thy  own,  or  haft  it  from  Snow-hill, 
Alfifted  by  fome  ballad-making  quill  ? 
TSJo,  they  fly  higher  yet,  thy  plays  are  fuch, 
I'd  fwear  they  were  tranflated  out  of  Dutch. 
Fain  would  I  know  what  diet  thou  doft  keep. 
If  thou  doft  always,  or  doft  never  lleep  ? 
Sure  hafty-pudding  is  thy  chiefeft  difh, 
With  bullock's  liver,  or  fome  ftinking  fifh  ; 

•Garbagej 
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Garbage,  ox-cheeks,  and  tripes,  do  feaft  thy  brain. 

Which  nobly  pays  this  tribute  back  again. 

With  daify-roots  thy  dwarhlh  Ivlufe  is  fed, 

A  giant's  body  with  a  pigmy's  head. 

Canft  thou  not  find,  among  thy  numerous  race 

Of  kindred,  one  to  tell  thee  that  thy  plays 

Are  iaught  at  by  the  pit,  box,  galleries,  nay,  Hage  ? 

Think  on  't  a  while,  and  thou  wilt  quickly  fmd 

Thy  body  made  for  labour,  not  thy  mind. 

No  other  ufe  of  paper  thou  fhouldll  make 

Than  carrying  loads  and  reams  upon  thy  back. 

Carry  vait  burdens  till  thy  Ihoulders  fhrink. 

But  curft  be  he  that  gives  thee  pen  and  ink : 

Such  dangerous  weapons  Ihould  be  kept  from  fools^,. 

As  nurfes  from  their  children  keep  edg'd  tools ; 

For  thy  dull  fancy  a  muckinder  is  rit 

TiD  wipe  the  flabberings  of  thy  fnotty  wit : 

And  though  'tis  late  if  jullice  could  be  found. 

Thy  plays  like  blind-born  puppies  fhouid  be  drown'd. 

For  were  it  not  that  we  refpect  aSbrd 

Unto  the  fon  of  an  heroic  lord. 

Thine  in  the  ducking-ilool  fnould  take  her  feat^ 

Dreft  like  herfelf  in  a  great  chair  of  ftate  i 

Where  like  a  Mufe  of  quality  (he'd  die. 

And  thou  thyfelf  (halt  make  her  elegy. 

In  the  fame  Itrain  thou  writ'i\  thy  comedy. 


} 
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TO    SIR   THOMAS    ST.    SERFE, 

ON       THE 

PRINTING  HIS  PLAY  CALLED  **  TARU  Go's  WILES,*' 
1668. 

TARUGO  gave  us  wonder  and  delight, 
WTien  he  oblig'd  the  world  by  candle-light: 
But  now  he's  ventur'd  on  the  face  of  day, 
T*  oblige  and  ferve  his  friends  a  nobler  way  ; 
Make  all  our  old  men  wits,  ftatefmen,  the  young: 
And  teach  ev'n  Englifhmen  the  Englifh  tongue. 

James,  on  whofe  reign  all  peaceful  ftars  did  fmile. 
Did  but  attempt  th'  uniting  of  our  ifle. 
What  kings,  and  Nature,  only  could  defign. 
Shall  be  accomplifh'd  by  this  work  of  thine. 
For,  who  is  fuch  a  Cockney  in  his  heart. 
Proud  of  the  plenty  of  the  fouthern  part. 
To  fcorn  that  union,  by  which  we  may 
Boaft  'twas  his  countryman  that  writ  this  play  ? 
.    Phoebus  himfelf,  indulgent  to  my  Mufe, 
Has  to  the  country  fent  this  kind  excufe  ; 
Fair  Northern  Lafs,.it  is  not  through  negled 
I  court  thee  at  a  diftance,  but  refped; 
I  cannot  ad,  my  paiTion  is  fo  great. 
But  I'll  make  up  in  light  what  wants  In  heat; 

On 
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On  thee  I  will  beflrow  my  longeft  days. 

And  crown  thy  fons  with  everlafiing  bays : 

My  beams  that  reach  thee  (hall  employ  their  powers 

To  ripen  fouls  of  men,  not  fruits  or  flowers. 

Let  warmer  climes  my  fading  favours  boafl-. 

Poets  and  ilars  (bine  brightelt  in  the  froil. 


EPILOGUE  TO  MOLIERE'S  TARTUFFE, 

TRANSLATED     BY     MR.    M  £  D  B  U  R  K  E. 
SPOKEN      BY     TARTUFFE. 

MANY  hare  been  the  vain  attempts  of  wit, 
Againft  the  dill  prevailing  hypocrite  ; 
Once,  and  but  once,  a  poet  got  the  day. 
And  vanquilh'd  Bufy  in  a  puppet-play ; 
And  Bufy,  rallying,  arm'd  with  zeal  and  rage, 
Polfefs'd  the  pulpit,  and  puli'd  down  the  fta^e. 
To  laugh  at  Englifli  knaves  is  dangerous  then. 
While  Englifli  fools  will  think  them  honeil  men  : 
But  fure  no  zealous  brother  can  deny  us 
Free  leave  with  this  our  Monfieur  Ananias :  ' 

A  man  may  fay,  without  being  call'd  an  Atheifl, 
There  are  damn'd  rogues  among  the  French  and  Papift, 
That  fix  falvation  to  fl^icrt  band  and  hair. 
That  belch  ani  fnuffle  to  prolong  a  prayer ; 
That  ufj  "  enjoy  the  Creature,"  to  exprefs 
Plain  whoring,  gluttony,  and  diunkennefs  j 

L  4  And, 
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And,  in  a  decent  way,  perform  them  too 
As  well,  nay  better  far,  perhaps,  than  you, 
V/hofe  flefnly  failings  are  but  fornication,. 
We  godly  phrafe  it  "  gofpel-propagation,'* 
Jull  as  rebellion  was  call'd  reformation. 
Zeal  Hands  but  fentry  at  the  gate  of.  fin, 
Whilil  all  that  have  the  word  pafs  freely  in : 
Silent,  and  in  the  dark,  for  fear  of  fpies. 
We  march,  and  take  Damnation  by  furprize. 
There  *s  not  a  roaring  blade  in  all  this  town 
Can  go  fo  far  tow'ards  hell  for  half  a  crown. 
As  I  for  fix-pence,  for  I  know  the  way ; 
For  want  of  guides,  men  are  too  apt  to  ftray  : 
Therefore  give  ear  to  what  I  Ihall  advife. 
Let  every  marry 'd  man  that  's  grave  and  wife 
Take  a  TaxtufFe  of  known  ability. 
To  teach  and  to  increafe  his  family ; 
Who  fhall  fo  fettle  lafting  reformation, 
Firft  get  his  fon,  then  give  him  education^ 


} 
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EPILOGUE, 

ON       THE 

JEVIVAL     OF     BEN     JONSON's     PLAY,     CALLEDr> 
"    EVERY     MAN     IN    HIS    H  U  M  O  U  R»'* 

TN TREATY  fhall  not  ferve,  nor  violence,. 

-»-  To  make  me  fpeak  in  fuch  a  play's  defence ; 

A  play,  where  wit  and  humour  do  agree 

To  break  all  pradis'd  laws  of  Comedy. 

The  fcene  (what  more  abfurd !)  in  England  lieSj. 

No  gods  defcend,  nor  dancing  devils  rife  ; 

No  captive  prince  from  unknown  country  brought;^. 

No  battle,  nay,  there  's  fcarce  a  duel  fought : 

And  fomcthing  yet  more  iharply  might  be  faid,. 

But  I  confider  the  poor  author's  dead  : 

Let  that  be  his  excufe — now  for  our  own. 

Why, — faith,  in  my  opinion,  we  need  nonCi 

The  parts  were  fitted  well ;  but  fome  will  fay. 

Pox  oa-them,  rogues,  what  made  them  choofe  this  play  ? 

1  do  not  doubt  but  yoa  will  credit  me,,. 

It  was  not  choice  but  mere  neccfiity  : 

To  all  our  writing  friends,  in  tov/n,  we  fent, 

But  not  a  wit  durft  venture  out  in  Lent : 

Have  patience  but  till  Eafter-ierm,  and  then. 

You  fViall  have  Jigg  and  hobby-horfe  again. 

Here's 
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Here  's  Mr.  Matthew,  our  domeftic  wit  *, 

Does  promife  one  o'  th*  ten  plays  he  has  writ : 

But  fince  great  bribes  weigh  nothing  with  the  jufl. 

Know,  we  have  merits,  and  to  them  we  trull. 

When  any  falls,  or  holidays,  defer 

The  public  labours  of  the  theatre. 

We  ride  not  forth,  although  the  day  be  fair. 

On  ambling  tit,  to  take  the  fuburb  air; 

But  with  our  authors  meet,  and  fpend  that  time 

To  make  up  quarrels  between  fenfe  and  rhyme* 

Wednefdays  and  Fridays  conftantly  we  fate. 

Till  after  many  a  long  and  free  debate. 

For  diverfe  weighty  reafons  't  was  thought  fit. 

Unruly  fenfe  fhould  dill  to  rhyme  fubrait ; 

This,  the  moft  wholefome  law  we  ever  made» 

So  ftridtly  in  his  epilogue  obey'd. 

Sure  no  man  here  will  ever  dare  to  break 

[Enter  Jonson's  Ghoft.] 
Hold,  and  give  way,  for  I  myfelf  will  fpeak ; 
Can  you  encourage  fo  much  infolence. 
And  add  new  faults  frill  to  the  great  offence. 
Your  anceftors  fo  raflily  did  commit, 
Againft  the  mighty  powers  of  art  and  wit  ? 
W'hen  they  condemn'd  thofe  noble  works  of  mine, 
Sejanus,  and  my  bell-lov'd  Catiline, 
Repent,  or  on  your  guilty  heads  Ihall  fall 
The  curfe  of  many  a  rhyming  pailoral. 
The  three  bold  Beauchamps  ft^all  revive  again. 
And  with  the  London  'prentice  conquer  Spain, 

♦  Matthew  Medbourn,  an  eminent  ador. 

All 
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An  the  dull  follies  of  the  former  age. 

Shall  find  applaufe  on  this  corrupted  ilage. 
But  if  you  pay  the  great  arrears  of  praife. 
So  long  fince  due  to  my  much-injur'd  plays. 
From  all  paft  crimes  I  firft  will  fet  you  free, 
^nd  then  infpire  fome  one  to  write  like  me* 


SONG, 

WRITTEN   AT   SEA,  IN   THE  FIRST  DUTCH  WAR,  :66j| 
THE    NIGHT    BEF0R£    AN    ENGAGEMENT, 


TO  all  you  ladies  now  at  land. 
We  rr'  n,  at  fea,  indite  ; 
But  firil  would  have  you  underftand. 

How  hard  it  is  to  write ; 
The  Mufes  now,  and  Neptune  too. 
We  mufl  implore  to  write  to  you. 
With  a  fa,  la,  la,  la,  la, 

II. 
For  though  the  Mufes  fhoxild  prove  kind, 

And  fill  our  empty  brain ; 
Yet  if  rough  Neptune  rouze  the  wind. 

To  wave  the  azure  main. 
Our  paper,  pen,  and  ink,  and  we, 
Roll  up  and  down  our  fhips  at  fca. 

With  a  fa,  &c 


lit  Then 
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III. 
Then  if  we  write  not  by  each  poft. 

Think  not  we  are  unkind  ; 
Nor  yet  conclude  our  fhips  are  loft. 

By  Dutchmen,  or  by  wind  : 
Our  tears  we  '11  fend  a  fpeedier  way,. 
The  tide  Ihail  bring  them  twice  a-day. 

With  a  fa,  «ic. 

IV. 
The  king,  with  wonder  and  furprife> 

Will  fvvear  the  feas  grow  bold  ;. 
Eecaufe  the  tides  will  higher  rife,. 

Than  e'er  they  us'd  of  old  : 
But  let  him  know,  it  is  our  tears 
Bring  floods  of  grief  to  Whitehall  ftairs. 

With  a  fa,  &c. 

V. 
Should  foggy  Opdam  chance  to  know 

Our  fad  and  difmal  ftory  ; 
The  Dutch  would  fcorn  fo  weak  a  foe. 

And  quit  their  fort  at  Goree  : 
For  what  refiftance  can  they  find 
From  men  who  've  left  their  hearts  behind  ! 

With  a  fa,  &c. 

VL 
Let  wind  and  weather  do  its  worft. 

Be  you  to  us  but  kind  ; 
Let  Dutchmen  vapcur,  Spaniards  curfe. 

No  forrow  we  ihall  nnd  : 
'Tis  then  no  matter  how  thrings  go. 
Or  who  's  cur  friend,  or  who  '2,  our  foe, 

W^iih  a  fa,  ^.-c,  VII.  To 
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VII. 
To  pa.rs  our  tedious  hours  away, 

Vv'e  throw  a  merry  main ; 
•Or  elfe  at  ferious  ombre  play ; 
But,  why  fhould  we  in  vain 
Each  other's  ruin  thus  purfue  ? 
We  were  undone  when  we  left  yoiu 
With  a  fa.  Sec. 

VIII. 
But  now  our  fears  tempeftuous  grow. 

And  caft  our  hopes  away  ; 
Whilft  you,  regardlefs  of  our  woe. 

Sit  carelefs  at  a  play  : 
Perhaps,  permit  fome  happier  man 
To  kifs  your  hand,  or  flirt  your  fan. 
With  a  fa,  &cc, 

IX. 
When  any  mournful  tune  you  hear. 

That  dies  in  every  note ; 
As  if  it  figh'd  with  each  man's  care. 

For  being  fo  remote  ; 
Think  how  often  love  we  've  made 
To  you,  when  all  thofe  tunes  were  play'd. 
With  a  fa,  -&c. 

X. 
In  juftice  you  cannot  refufe. 
To  think  of  cur  diftrefs ; 
When  we  for  hopes  of  honour  lofe 

Our  certain  happinefs ; 
All  thofe  defigns  are  but  to  prove 
■Ourfelves  more  worthy  of"  your  love. 

With  a  fa.,  &c.  X-L  A.nd 
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XI. 
And  now  we  *ve  told  you  all  our  loves 

And  Hkewife  all  our  feaj-s ; 
In  hopes  this  declaration  moves 

Some  pity  from  your  tears; 
Let  's  hear  of  no  inconftancy. 
We  have  too  much  of  that  at  fea. 

With  a  fa>  la,,  la,  la,  la. 

ON    THE    COUNTESS    OF    DORCHESTER, 

MISTRESS  TO  KING  JAMES  THE  SECOND,    1680. 

I. 

TELL  me,  Dorinda,  why  fb  gay. 
Why  fuch  embroidery,  fringe,  and  lace  ? 
Can  any  dreffes  find  a  way. 
To  ftop  th'  approaches  of  decay. 
And  mend  a  ruin'd  face  I 
II. 
Wilt  thou  flili  fparkle  in  the  box,. 

Still  o^le  in  the  ling-  ? 
Canft  thoa  forget  thy  age  and  pox  ? 
Can  all  that  fhines  on  ihells  and  rocks- 
Make  thee  a  fine  young  thing  I 
III. 
So  have  I  feen  in  larder  dark 

Of  veal  a  lucid  loin ;. 
Replete  with  many  a  brilliant  fpark,. 
As  wife  philofophers  remark. 

At  once  both  ilink  and  thine* 

ON 
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ON     THE     SAME, 

I. 

PROUD  with  the  fpoils  of  royal  cully. 
With  falfe  pretence  to  wit  and  parts. 
She  f-A-aggers  like  a  batter'd  bully. 
To  try  the  tempers  of  mens  hearts, 
11. 
Though  ihe  appear  as  glittering  fine. 

As  gems,  and  jetts,  and  paint,  can  make  herj 
She  ne'er  can  win  a  breaft  like  mine ; 
The  devil  and  Sir  David  *  take  her. 


KNOTTING. 

AT  noon>  in  a  funihiny  day. 
The  brighter  lady  of  the  May> 
Young  Chloris  innocent  and  gay^ 
Sat  knotting  in  a  {hade  : 

Each  (lender  finger  play'd  its  part. 
With  fuch  adlivity  and  art. 
As  would  inflame  a  youthful  heart. 
And  warm  the  mod  decay'd. 

Her  favourite  fvvain,  by  chance,  came  hy^ 
He  faw  no  anger  in  her  eye  ; 
Yet  when  the  baftiful  boy  drew  nigh. 
She  would  have  feem'd  afraid. 

•  Sir  David  Coljcar,  late  Earl  of  Portmorc 

She, 


t.6o  DORSET'S    POEMS, 

She  let  her  ivory  needle  fall. 
And  hurl'd  away  the  twilled  ball : 
But  llraight  gave  Strephon  fuch  a  call. 
As  would  have  rais'd  the  dead. 

Dear  "gentle  youth,  is  *t  none  but  thee  ? 
With  innocence  I  dare  be  free ; 
By  fo  much  truth  and  modefty 

No  nymph  was  e'er  betray 'd. 
Come  lean  thy  head  upon  my  lap  ; 
While  thy  fmooth  cheeks  I  ftroke  and  clap^ 
Thou  may'ft  fecurely  take  a  nap  ; 

Which  he,  poor  fool,  obey'd. 
She  faw  him  yawn,  and  heard  him  fnore. 
And  found  him  fall  alleep  all  o'er. 
She  figh'd,  -and  could  endure  no  more. 

But  ftarting  up,  fhe  faid. 
Such  virtue  fliall  rewarded  be ; 
■For  this  thy  dull  fidelity^ 
I  '11  truft  you  with  my  flocks,  not  me, 

Purfue  thy  grazing  trade  4 

4jo,  milk  thy  goats,  and  fhear  thy  flieep. 
And  watch  all  night  thy  flocks  to  keep; 
Thou  Ibalt  no  more  be  lull'd  alleep 
By  me  mi/laken  maid. 


THE 
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THE     ANTIQ^UATED     COQ^UET, 

A  SATIRE  ON  A  LADY  OF  IRELAND*. 

PH  YLLIS,  if  you  will  not  agree. 
To  give  me  back  my  liberty ; 
In  fpite  of  you,  I  mufl  regain 
My  lofs  of  time,  and  break  your  chain. 
You  were  miftaken,  if  you  thought 
1  was  fo  grofsly  to  be  caught ; 
Or  that  I  was  fo  blindly  bred. 
As  not  to  be  in  woman  read. 
Perhaps  you  took  me  for  a  fool, 
Deiign'd  alone  your  fex's  tool ; 
Nay,  you  might  think  fo  mad  a  things. 
That,  with  a  little  fafliioning, 
I  might  in  time,  for  your  dear  fake. 
That  monfter  call'd  a  hufband  make  :: 
Perhaps  I  might,  had  I  not  found 
One  darling  vice  in  you  abound  ; 
A  vice  to  me,  which  e'er  will  prove' 
An  antidote  to-  baniih  love. 
O  !  I  could  better  bear  an  old. 
Ugly,  difeas'd,  raif-fnapen  fcold. 
Or  one  who  games,  or  will  be  drunk^ 
A  fool,  a  fpendthrift,  bawd,  or  punk. 
Than  one  at  all  who  w^ildly  flies. 
And,  with  foft,  alking,  giving  eyes, 

*  Suppofed  to  be  of  the  name  of  Clanbrazil. 

Vol.  XVil,  M  And 
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And  thoufand  other  wanton  arts, 
So  meanly  trades  in  begging  hearts. 
How  might  fuch  wondrous  charms  perplex^ 
Give  chains,  or  death,  to  all  our  fex. 
Did  (he  not  fo  unwileJy  fet. 
For  every  fluttering  fool  her  net ! 
So  poorly  proud  of  vulgar  praife. 
Her  very  look  her  thoughts  betrays ; 
She  never  ftays  till  we  begin. 
But  beckons  us  herfelf  to  fm. 
Ere  we  can  alk,  (he  cries  confent. 
So  quick  her  yielding  looks  are  fent. 
They  hope  forellal,  and  ev'n  defire  prevent. 
But  Nature's  turn'd  when  women  woo. 
We  hate  in  them  what  we  (hould  do  ; 
Defirc's  afleep,  and  cannot  wake. 
When  women  fuch  advances  make  : 
Both  time  and  charms  thus  Phyllis  waftes. 
Since  each  muft  furfeit  ere  he  taftes. 
Nothing  efcapes  her  wandering  eyes. 
No  one  fhe  thinks  too  mean  a  prize ; 
Ev'n  Lynch  *,  the  lag  of  human  kind^ 
Neareft  to  brutes  by  God  defign'd. 
May  boaft  the  fmiles  of  this  coquet. 
As  much  as  any  man  of  wit. 
The  figns  hang  thinner  in  the  Strand, 
The  Dutch  fcarce  more  infeft  the  land. 
Though  Egypt's  locufts  they  outvie, 
3n  number  and  voracit}-. 

*  A  notorious  debauchee. 


} 
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Whores  are  not  half  fo  plenty  found. 

In  play-houfe,  or  that  hallow'd  ground 

Of  lemple- walks,  or  Whetftone's-park ; 

CareiTes  lefs  abound  in  Spark  *. 

Then  with  kind  looks  for  all  who  come. 

At  bavvdy-houfe,  the  Drawing-room  : 

But  all  in  vain  fhe  throws  her  darts. 

They  hit,  but  cannot  hurt  our  hearts ; 

Age  has  enerv'd  her  charms  fo  much. 

That  fearlefs  all  her  eyes  approach ; 

Each  her  autumnal  face  degrades 

With  '*  P^everend  Mother  of  the  Maids  I" 

Bat  'tis  ill-natur'd  to  run  on. 

Forgetting  what  her  charms  have  done ; 

To  Teagueland  we  this  beaut}^owe, 

Teagueland  her  earliefl  charms  did  know : 

There  firft  her  tj-rant  beauties  reign'd  ; 

v\Tiere'er  fne  look'd,  fhe  conqueft  gain'd. 
No  heart  the  glances  could  repel. 
The  Teagues  in  fhoals  before  her  fell ; 
And  trotting  bogs  was  all  the  art. 
The  found  had  left  to  fave  his  heart. 
She  kill'd  fo  fall,  by  my  falvation. 
She  near  difpeopled  half  the  nation  : 
Though  Caej  good  fcul,  to  fave  took  care 
All,  all  fae  could  from  fad  defpair. 
From  thence  fhe  hither  came  to  prov<5 
If  y&t  her  charms  could  kindle  love  : 

*  Elizabeth  Spark,  a  noted  ccurfezaa- 

M  2  But 


164  D  O  R  S  E  T'S    P  O  E  M  S. 

But,  ah !  it  was  too  late  to  try. 
For  Spring  was  gone,  and  Winter  nigh  : 
Yet  though  her  eyes  fuch  conquefts  made. 
That  they  were  fhunn'd,  or  elfe  obey'd. 
Yet  now  her  charms  are  fo  decay 'd. 
She  thanks  each  coxcomb  that  will  deign 
To  praife  her  face,  and  wear  her  chain. 

So  forae  old  foldier,  who  had  done 
Wonders  in  youth,  and  battles  won. 
When  feeble  years  ,his  ftrength  depofe. 
That  he  too  weak  to  vanquifh  grows, 
W^ith  mangled  face  and  wooden  leg, 
Reduc'd  about  for  alms  to  beg, 
O'erjoy'd,  a  thoufand  thanks  bellows 
On  him  who  bur  a  farthing  throws. 

SONG 

TO  CHLORIS,    FROM  THE  **  BLIND   ARCHER, 


1 


» 


I. 

AH  !  Chloris,  'tis  time  to  difarm  your  bright  eyes. 
And  lay  by  thofe  terrible  glances ; 
We  live  in  an  age  that  's  more  civil  and  wufe. 
Than  to  follow  the  rules  of  romances. 
II. 
When  once  your  round  bubbles  begin  but  to  pout. 

They  '11  allow  you  no  long  time  of  courting ; 
And  you  '11  find  it  a  very  hard  tall:  to  hold  out ; 
For  all  maidens  are  mortal  at  fourteen, 

SONG, 
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ME  THINKS  the  poor  to'vvn  has  been  troubled 
too  long. 
With  Phyllis  and  Chloris  in  every  fong. 
By  fools,  who  at  once  can  both  love  and  defpair. 
And  will  never  leave  calling  them  cruel  and  fair ; 
Which  juftly  provokes  me  in  rhyme  to  exprefs 
The  truth  that  I  know  of  bonny  Black  Befs, 
II. 
This  Befs  of  my  heart,  this  Befs  of  my  foul. 
Has  a  Ikin  white  as  milk,  and  hair  as  black  as  a  coal ; 
She  's  plump,  yet  with  eafe  you  may  fpan  round  her  waift. 
But  her  round  fwelling  thighs  can  fcarce  be  embrac'd  ; 
Her  belly  is  foft,  not  a  word  of  the  reft : 
But  I  know  what  I  think,  v/hen  I  drink  to  the  beft, 
III. 
The  plowman  and  'fquire,  the  arranter  clown. 
At  home  fhe  fubdued  in  her  paragon  gown  ; 
But  now  (he  adorns  both  the  boxes  and  pit. 
And  the  proudeft  town  gallants  are  forc'd  to  fubmit ; 
All  hearts  fall  a-leaping  wherever  fhe  comes. 
And  beat  day  and  night,  like  my  Lord  Craven's  drums. 
IV. 
I  dare  not  permit  her  to  come  to  Whitehall, 
For  file  'd  out-flune  the  ladies,  paint,  jewels,  and  all : 
If  a  lord  fiiould  but  whifper  his  love  in  the  crov/d. 
She  'd  fell  him  a  bargain,  and  laugh  out  aloud : 

M  3  Thca 
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Then  the  Queen,  overhearing  what  Betty  did  fay. 
Would  fend  Mr.  Roper  to  take  her  away. 
V. 
But  to  thofe  that  have  had  my  dear  Befs  in  their  arms. 
She  's  gentle,  and  knows  how  to  foften  her  charms ; 
And  to  every  beauty  can  add  a  new  grace. 
Having  learn'd  how  to  lifp,  and  to  trip  in  her  pace; 
And  with  head  on  one  fide,  and  a  languilhing  eye. 
To  kill  us  Dj  looking  as  if  Ihc  would  die. 


SONG. 

I. 

MA  Y  the  ambitious  ever  find 
Succefs  in  crowds  and  noifej, 
While  gentle  love  does  fill  my  mind 
With  filent  real  joys ! 

n. 

May  knaves  and  fools  grow  rich  and  great. 

And  the  world  think  them  wife. 
While  I  lie  dying  at  her  feet. 

And  all  the  world  defpife. 
III. 
Let  conquering  kings  new  triumphs  raife^, 

And  melt  in  Court  delights ; 
Her  eyes  can  give  much  brighter  days^ 

Her  arms  much  fofter  nights. 


A  FRENCH 
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A  FRENCH  SONG   PARAPHRASED. 

IN  gray-hair'd  Caslia's  uither'd  arms 
As  mighty  Lewis  la}'. 
She  cry'd.  If  I  have  any  charms. 
My  deareft,  let  's  away. 

For  you,  my  Love,  is  all  my  fear  • 

Hark  !  how  the  drums  do  lattle  ! 
Alas,  Sir !  what  Ihould  you  do  here 

In  dreadful  day  of  battle  ? 

Let  little  Orange  ftay  and  fight. 

For  danger  's  his  diverlion  ; 
The  wife  will  think  you  in  the  right, 

Not  to  expofe  your  perfon  : 

Nor  vex  your  thoughts  how  to  repair 

The  ruins  of  your  glory  ; 
You  ought  to  leave  fo  mean  a  care 

To  thofe  who  pen  your  riory. 

Are  not  Boileau  and  Corneiile  paid 

For  panegyric  wriring  ? 
They  know  how  heroes  may  ba  made,. 

Without  the  help  of  fighting. 

When  foes  too  faucily  approach, 

'Tis  befl  to  leave  them  fairly  ; 
Put  fix  good  horfes  to  your  coach. 

And  carry  rae  to  Marly. 

M  4.  Let 
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Let  Bouflers,  to  fecure  your  fame. 
Go  take  fome  town  or  buy  it ; 

Whilft  you,  great  Sir,  at  Notre  Dame, 
Te  Deum  fmg  in  quiet. 


SONG. 

PHYLLIS,  the  fairell  of  Love's  foes. 
Though  fiercer  than  a  dragon, 
Phyllis,  that  fcorn'd  the  powder'd  beaux. 

What  has  fhe  now  to  brag  on  ? 
So  long  fhe  kept  her  legs  fo  clofe. 
Till  they  had  fcame  a  rag  on. 

Compell'd  through  want,  this  wretched  maid 

Did  fad  complaints  begin  j 
Which  furly  Strephon  hearing,  faid. 

It  was  both  fhame  and  fm. 
To  pity  fuch  a  lazy  jade. 

As  will  neither  play  nor  fpin. 


SONG. 

TpV  O  R I N  D  A's  fparkling  wit  and  eyes, 
^^     United,  caft  too  fierce  a  light. 
Which  blazes  high,  but  quickly  dies. 
Pains  not  the  heart,  but  hurts  the  fighto 


Love 
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Love  is  a  calmer  gentler  joy. 

Smooth  are  his  looks,  and  foft  his  pace ; 

Her  Cupid  is  a  black-guard  boy. 
That  runs  his  link  full  in  your  face. 


SONG. 

SYLVIA,  methinks  you  are  unfit 
For  your  great  lord's  embrace ; 
For  though  we  all  allow  you  wit. 
We  can  't  a  handfome  face. 

Then  where  's  the  pleafiire,  where  *s  the  good. 

Of  fpending  time  and  coft  ? 
For  if  your  wit  be  n't  underftood. 

Your  keeper's  blifs  is  loft. 

SONG. 

I. 

PHYLLIS,  for  fhame  let  us  improve 
A  thoufand  diiferent  ways, 
Thofe  few  Ihort  moments  fnatch'd  by  love. 
From  many  tedious  days. 
ir. 
If  you  want  courage  to  defpife 

The  cenfure  of  the  grave. 
Though  Love's  a  tyrant  in  your  eyes. 
Your  heart  is  but  a  Have, 

III.  My 
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III. 

My  love  is  full  of  noble  pride. 

Nor  can  it  e'er  fubinir. 
To  let  that  fop,  Difcretion,.  ride 

In  triumph  over  it. 

IV. 

Falfe  friends  I  have,-  as  well  as  you. 

Who  dally  counfel  me 
Fame  and  Ambition  to  purfue,. 

And  leave  off  loving  thee. 

V. 
But  when  the  leaft  regard  I  Ihewr 

To  fools  who  thus  advife. 
May  I  be  dull  enough  to  grow- 

Moft  miferably  wife ! 


N 


I. 

CORY  DON  beneath  a  willow,. 
By  a  murmuring  current  laid. 
His  arm  reclin'd,  the  lover's  pillow. 
Thus  addrefs'd  the  charming  maid, 

II. 
O !  my  Sachariffa  tell 

How  could  Nature  take  delight 
That  a  heart  fo  hard  fhould  dwell 

In  a  frame  fo  foft  and  white* 


m.  Cculd 
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iir. 

Could  vou  feel  but  half  the  anguifhj 
Half  the  tortures  that  I  bear. 

How  for  you  I  daily  languid]. 
You  'd  be  kind  as  you  are  fair» 

IV. 

See  the  fire  that  in  me  reigns, 
O  I  behold  a  burning  man  ; 

Think  I  feel  ray  dying  pains. 
And  be  cruel  if  you  can. 

V. 
With  her  conqueft  pleas'd,  the  dame 

Cry'd,  with  an  infuking  look. 
Yes,  I  fain  would  quench  your  flame ; 

She  fpoke,  and  pointed  to  the  brook. 
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ON    THE    MARRIAGE    OF 

GEORGE    PRINCE    OF    DENMARK, 
AND     THE     LADY    ANNE*. 


c 


Ircumvohntum  bLanda  Cupidinura 
flue  Mater  axes  fieaat  eburneos. 


Dum  faevientis  liagra  dextr^ 
Chaonis  metuant  Columbse. 
Seu,  ne  jugales  heu  !  nimium  pigros 
Damnent  Amantes,  ocius,  ocius 
Impelle  currum  fortiori 
Remicrio  volitans  Olorum, 

o 

Jundlum  marinse  Pelea  Coningi  i, 
Senique  jundam  Cyprida  Troico, 

*  From  the  *'  Hymenasus  CantabrigienSs.  Cantabrigian 
"  1683." — "  It  is  reported,"  fays  Dr.  Johnfon,  '■  that  the  ju- 
■*'  venile  compofit'cns  of  Stepney  made  grey  authors  bluj7}.  I 
■■*'  know  not  whether  his  poems  will  appear  fuch  wonders  to  the 
*•  prefent  age.  One  cannot  always  eafily  find  the  reafon  tor 
**  which  the  world  has  fometimes  confplred  to  fquander  praife. 
*'  It  is  not  very  unl.ke  y  that  he  wrote  very  early  as  well  as  he 
<*  ever  wrote  ;  and  the  performances  of  youth  have  many  fa- 
**  vourers."  The  prefent  poem  is  earlier  than  any  one  by  Stepne-y 
hitherto  printed  ;  and  wU  therefore  without  doubt  be  accept- 
able to  the  publick.     J.  N. 

-f-  Mr.  Addifon  has  made  a  fine  ofc  of  the  fame  allufion,   In 

his  beauiiful  verfes  to  Kneller 

"  The  troubled  Ocean's  Quesn 
'*  Match'd  with  a  Mortal,  &c." 
But  he  had  the  advantage  of  being  able  ro  add, 

"  ■■-'■her  (hort-Uv'd  daiiing  ion."     J.  DcNCOMBif. 

Dcilr?. 
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Delira  ne  ja<flet  vetuftas, 
Connubio  fuperata  noftro  t 
Illuftriori  ftemmate  regiam 
Ditabit  aulam  nobilior  Parens ; 
Virtutc  et  7?!nean  Nepotes, 
Viribus  et  fuperent  Achillem» 

Quin  Bellicofe  gloria  Cimbriae, 
Nunc  invidendae  fpes,  decus  Anglise^ 
Ira,  horror,  et  vultus  minaces 

In^  Dominae  tumulentur  ulnis,.        , 

CefTatelltes;  fpicula,  machinae 
Dormite  lethi ;  libret  et  unicus, 
Prasbent  puellas  quas  ocelli, 
Armiger  innocuus  fagittas  I 
Quam  dulce  vultu  virgineo  rubet 
Pandora!  (quantum,  dum  rubet,  allicit!) 
Tacetque,  fed  narrant  viciffim, 
Lumina  luminibus  calores.. 
LiquifTet  Evan  Gnofida,  flbridam 
Tu,  Phoebe,  Daphnen  banc  peteres  magis 
Nee  non  Tonantis  pluraa  mendax, 
Cornua  feu  tegerent  amores. 
Lacaena  nunquam  damna  modeilis 
TulifTet,  IdsE  fi  puer  hue  vagus 
ErrafTet,  ardentes  videret 
Funere  tergemino  penates.. 
Flammafque  viles  crederet  Ilii. 
Mercede  tali  quis  ftadium  piger 
Fatale  vitet  ?  qius  timeret 
Oenomai  fremitum  feq^uentisi: 


Tor 
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Te  prsda  nullo  parta  periculo, 
Te  gaza  nullis  empta  laboribus 
Expeflat  ultro  :  fata,  Princeps, 
tlxc  meritis  flatuere  tantis. 

^tas  ut  aptis  vernet  amoribus, 
.  Blando  fideles  murmure  turtures, 
Nexuque  vites  arftiori,  et 
Bafiolis  fuperate  conchas. 

Cum  dextra  Coeli  prodiga  Carolum 
Ornarit  omni  dote,  Britannia 
Oblita,  et  haeredis  futuri. 

Nee  dederit  fimilem  aut  fecundum  ; 

Te,  fpes  ruentis  fauflior  imperi, 
Noraen  beabit  Patris  amabile, 
Heroas  illuftres  daturam, 

Qai  domitum  moderentur  orbem. 

Infans  Parenti  laudibus  smulus 
AlTurgat,  annos  diflimulans  breves : 
Patris  decorem  mas  verendum, 
Matris  et  os  referant  Puella?. 

Geo&gi us  Stepney,  CJl,  Trin, 


Vou.  XVU.  N  T  O 
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TO    KING    JAMES    II. 

UPON    KIS   ACCESSION   TO  THE   THRONE,    1684-5, 

AS  vidors  lofe  the  trouble  they  fuftain 
In  greater  trophies  which  the  triumphs  gain  ; 
And  martyrs,  when  the  joyful  crown  is  given. 
Forget  the  pain  by  which  they  purchas'd  heaven  ; 
So  when  the  Phoenix  of  our  empire  dy'd. 
And  with  a  greater  heir  the  empty  throne  fupply'd  ; 
your  glory  diflipates  our  mournful  dtw. 
And  turns  our  grief  for  Charles  to  joy  for  you. 
Myfterious  fate,  whofe  one  decree  could  prove 
The  high  extreme  of  cruelty  and  love  ! 

May  then  no  flight  of  a  blafpheming  Mufe, 
Thofe  wife  refolves  of  Providence  accufe. 
Which  eas'd  our  Atlas  of  his  glorious  weight. 
Since  ftronger  Hercules  fupports  the  fiate. 
England  no  more  Ihall  penfive  thoughts  employ 
On  him  fhe  'as  loft: ;  but  him  fhe  has,  enjoy. 
So  Ariadne,  when  her  lover  fled. 
And  Bacchus  bonour'd  the  deferted  bed, 
Ceas'd  vvith  her  tears  to  raife  the  fwelling  flood. 
Forgot  h*er  Thefeus,  and  embrac'd  the  god. 


On 
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On  the  University  of  Cambridge's  burning  the 
Duke  of  Monmouth's  Picture,    1685,    who 

was   formerly   their  Chancellor. In  Anfwer  to 

this  QueiUon, 

**  Sed  quid 

«'  Turba  Remi  ?    fequitur  fortunam,   ut  I'empcr,  &  odit 
**  Damnatos " 

YES,  fickle  Cambridge,  Perkins  fomid  this  true 
Both  from  your  rabble  and  your  doctors  too. 
With  what  applaufe  ycu  once  received  his  gracc> 
And  begg'd  a  copy  of  his  godlike  face  ; 
But  when  the  fage  Vice  Chancellor  was  fare 
The  original  in  limbo  lay  fecure. 
As  greafy  as  himfelf  he  fends  a  li6\or 
To  vent  his  loyal  malice  on  the  pifture. 
The  beadle's  wife  endeavours  all  (he  can 
To  fave  the  image  of  the  tall  young  man. 
Which  Ihe  fo  oft  when  pregnant  did  embrace. 
That  with  (Irong  thoughts  Ihe  might  improve  her  race; 
But  all  in  vain,  fince  the  wife  houfe  confpire 
To  damn  the  canvas  traitor  to  the  fire. 
Left  it,  like  bones  of  Scanderbeg,  incite 
Scythe-men  next  harveft  to  renew  the  fighf. 

Then  in  comes  mayor  Eagle,,  and  does  gravely  alledge. 
He  '11  fubfcribe,  if  he  can,  for  a  bundle  of  Sedge  j 
But  the  man  of  Clare-hall  that  proffer  refufcs, 
,'Snigs,  he'll  be  beholden  to  none  but  the  Mufes } 

N  z  And 
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And  orders  ten  porters  to  bring  the  dull  reams 

On  the  death  of  good  Charles,  and  crowning  of  James  ; 

And  fwears  he  will  borrow  of  the  Provoft  more  Ituff 

On  the  marriage  of  Anne,  if  that  be  n't  enough. 

The  heads,  leil  he  get  all  the  profit  t'  himfelf. 

Too  greedy  of  honour,  too  lavifh  of  pelf. 

This  motion  deny,  and  vote  that  Tite  Tillet 

Should  gather  from  each  noble  Dodor  a  billet. 

The  kindnefs  was  common,  and  fo  they  'd  return  if. 

The  gift  was  to  all,  all  therefore  would  burn  it: 

Thus  joining  their  ftocks  for  a  bonfire  together. 

As  they  club  for  a  cheefe  in  the  parilh  of  Chedder ; 

Confufedly  crowd  on  the  fophs  and  the  doftors. 

The  hangman,  the  townfmen,    their  wives,  and  the 

prodors. 
While  the  troops  from  each  part  of  the  countries  in  ale 
Come  to  quaiF  his  confufion  in  bumpers  of  ftale  ; 
But  Rofalin,  never  unkind  to  a  Duke, 
Does  by  her  abfence  their  folly  rebuke. 
The  tender  creature  could  not  fee  his  fate. 
With  whom  Ihe  'ad  danc'd  a  minuet  fo  late. 
The  heads,  who  never  could  hope  for  fuch  frames. 
Out  of  envy  condemned  fixfcore  pounds  to  the  flames. 
Then  his  air  was  too  proud,  and  his  features  amifs. 
As  if  being  a  traitor  had  alter'd  his  phiz  : 
So  the  rabble  of  Rome,  whofe  favour  ne'er  fettles. 
Melt  down  their  Sejanus  to  pots  and  brafs  kettles. 


AN 


[     i8r     j 

AN      EPISTLE 

TO     CHARLES     MONTAGUE,     ESQ^ 

AFTERWARDS    EARL  OF  HALIFAX. 

OiN     HIS    majesty's     VOYAGE    TO     HOLLAND. 
SIR, 

SINCE  you  oft  invite  me  to  renew 
Art  I  've  either  loft,  or  never  knew, 
Pleas'd  my  paft  follies  kindly  to  commend,. 
And  fondly  lofe  the  critick  in  the  friend  ; 
Though  my  warm,  youth  untimely  be  decay'd» 
From  grave  to  dull  infenfibly  betray'd, 
I  '11  contradid  the  humour  of  the  times, 
Inclin'd  to  bufinefs,  and  averfe  to  rhymes^ 
And,  to  obey  the  man  I  love,  in  fpite 
Of  the  world's  genius  and  my  own,  I  '11  write 

But  think  not  that  I  vainly  do  afpire 
To  ri\  al  w  hat  I  only  would  admire. 
The  heat  and  beauty  of  your  manly  thought. 
And  force  like  that  with  which  your  hero  fought ; 
Like  Samfon's  riddle  is  that  powerful  fong. 
Sweet  as  the  honey,  as  the  lion  hrong ; 
The  colours  there  fo  artfully  are  laid. 
They  fear  no  luftre,  and  they  want  no  faade ; 
But  ihall  of  writing  a  juft  model  give. 
While  Boyne  ihall  flov*^  and  William's  glory  live»- 

N  3  Yet 


] 
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Yet  fmce  his  every  a(ft  may  well  infufe 
Some  happy  rapture  in  the  humbleft  Mafe, 
Though  mine  defpairs  to  reach  the  wondrous  height, 
She  prunes  her  pinions,  eager  of  the  flight ; 
The  Kir.^  's  the  theme,  and  I  've  a  fubjecft's  right. 
When  William's  deeds,  and  refcued  Europe's  joy. 
Do  every  tongue  and  every  pen  employ, 
'Tis  to  think  treafon  Aire,  to  fhew  no  zeal. 
And  not  to  write,  is  almoft  to  rebel. 

Let  Albion  then  forgive  her  meaneft  fon. 
Who  would  continue  what  her  beft  be^un : 
Who,  leaving  conquefts  and  the  pomp  of  war. 
Would  ling  the  pious  King's  divided  care ; 
How  eagerly  he  flew,  when  Europe's  fate 
Did  for  the  feed  of  future  actions  wait ; 
And  how  two  nations  did  with  tranfport  boaft. 
Which  was  belov'd,  and  lov'd  the  vidor  moll ; 
How  joyful  Belgia  gratefully  prepar'd 
Trophies  and  vovvs  for  her  returning  lord; 
How  the  fair  ifle  with  rival  pafTion  ilrove. 
How  by  her  forrow  fne  exprefs'd  her  love. 
When  he  withdrew  from  what  his  arm  had  freed, 
And  how  (he  blefs'd  his  way,  yet  figh'd,  and  faid  ; 

Is  it  decreed  my  hero  ne'er  fhall  reft. 
Ne'er  be  of  me,  and  1  of  him  poiiefs'd  ? 
Scarce  had  I  met  his  virtue  with  my  throne. 
By  right,  by  merit,  and  by  arms  his  own, 
But  Ireland's  freedom,  and  the  war's  alarm^s, 
Call'd  him  from  me  and  his  Maria's  charms. 
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O  generous  prince,  too  prodigally  kind  !  -» 

Can  the  difFufive  goodnefs  of  your  mind  v 

Be  in  no  bounds,  but  of  the  world  confin'd  ?  J 

Should  finking  nations  fummon  you  away, 

Maria's  love  might  juftify  your  ftay. 

Imperfeftly  the  many  vows  are  paid. 

Which  for  your  fafety  to  the  Gods  were  made. 

While  on  the  Eoyne  they  labour'd  to  out-do 

Your  zeal  for  Albion  by  their  care  for  you  ; 

When,  too  impatient  of  a  glorious  eafe. 

You  tempt  new  dangers  on  the  winter  feas. 

The  Belgic  ftate  has  refted  long  fecure 

Within  the  circle  of  thy  guardian  power; 

Rear'd  by  thy  care,  that  noble  lion,  grown 

Mature  in  ftrength,  can  range  the  woods  alone  ;  ' 

When  to  my  arms  they  did  the  Prince  refign, 

I  blefs'd  the  change,  and  thought  him  wholly  mine  5 

Conceiv'd  long  hopes  I  jointly  Ihould  obey 

Kis  ih-onger,  and  Maria's  gentle  fway  ; 

He  fierce  as  thunder,  Ihe  as  lightning  bright ; 

One  my  defence,  and  t'other  my  delight : 

Yet  go — where  honour  calls  the  hero,  go  : 

Nor  let  your  eyes  behold  liow  mine  do  flow ; 

Go  meet  your  country's  joy,  your  virtue's  due  5 

Receive  their  triumphs,  and  prepare  for  new  ; 

Enlarge  my  empire,  and  let  France  afford 

The  next  large  harveil  to  thy  profperous  fv\ord ; 

Again  in  Crecy  let  my  arms  be  rear'd. 

And  o'er  the  continent  Britannia  fear'd  ; 

N  4  While 
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While  under  Mary's  tutelary  care. 
Jar  from  the  danger,  or  the  noife  of  war. 
In  honourable  pleasure  I  poffefs 
The  fpoils  of  conquefl,  and  the  charms  of  peace. 
As  the  great  lamp  by  which  the  globe  is  blefs'd, 
Conftant  in  toil,  and  ignorant  of  reft. 
Through  difFtrent  regions  does  his  courfe  purfue. 
And  leaves  one  world  but  to  revive  a  new  ; 
While,  by  a  pleafmg  change,  the  Queen  of  Night 
Relieves  his  luftre  with  a  milder  light  r 
So  when  your  beams  do  diftant  nations  chear. 
The  partner  of  your  crown  {hall  mount  the  fphere,^ 
Able  alone  my  empire  to  fuftain. 
And  carry  on  the  glories  of  thy  reign- 
But  why  has  fate  malicioufly  decreed. 
That  greateft  bleflings  mufl  by  turns  fucceed  ? 
Here  fhe  relented,  and  would  urge  his  flay 
Ey  all  that  fondnefs  and  that  grief  could  fay  j 
Eut  foon  did  her  prefaging  thoughts  employ 
On  fcenes  of  triumphs  and  returning  joy. 
Thus,  like  the  tide,  while  her  unconilant  breaft 
W'as  fwell'd  with  rapture,  by  defpair  deprefs'd. 
Fate  caird ;  the  hero  muft  his  way  purfue. 
And  her  cries  leffen'd  as  the  Ihore  withdrew. 

The  winds  were  filent,  and  the  gentle  main 
Eore  an  aufpicious  omen  of  his  reign ; 
When  Neptune,  owning  whom  thofe  feas  obey. 
Nodded,  and  bade  the  chearful  Tritons  play. 
Each  chofe  a  different  fubjed  for  their  lays, 
Eut  Orange  was  the  burden  of  their  praife ; 

Some 
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Some  in  their  drains  up  to  the  fountain  ran. 

From  whence  this  ftream  of  virtue  firft  began  : 

Others  chofe  heroes  of  a  later  date. 

And  fung  the  *  founder  of  the  neighbouring  ftate  ; 

How  daringly  he  tyranny  v/ithftood. 

And  feal'd  his  country's  freedom  with  his  blood  ; 

Then  to  the  two  illuftrious  +  brethren  came. 

The  glorious  rivals  of  their  father's  fame ; 

And  to  the  J  youth,  whofe  pregnant  hopes  out-raa 

The  fteps  of  time,  and  early  (hew'd  the  man  ; 

For  whofe  alliance  monarchs  did  contend. 

And  gave  a  daughter  to  fecure  a  friend. 

But  as  by  Nature's  law  the  Phoenix  dies. 

That  from  its  urn  a  nobler  bird  may  rife,^ 

So  fate  ordain'd  the  §  parent  foon  Ihould  {ct^ 

To  make  the  glories  of  his  heir  compleat. 

At  William's  name  each  fiU'd  his  vocal  lhell> 
And  on  the  happy  found  rejoic'd  to  dwell : 
Some  fung  his  birth,  and  how  difcerning  fate 
Sav'd  infant  virtue  againft  powerful  hate  j 
Of  poifonous  fnakes  by  young  Alcides  quell'd. 
And  palms  that  fpread  the  more,  the  more  with-held*. 
Sojjie  fung  Seneffe,  and  early  wonders  done 
By  the  bold  youth,  himlelf  a  war  alone; 
And  how  his  firmer  courage  did  oppofe 
His  country's  foreign  and  inteftine  foes  ; 
The  lion  he,  who  held  their  arrows  clufe. 


*  Wi'liam.  -|-  Maurice  and  Kenry. 

X  V/illiani.  ^   James  IL. 

'  Oiher$ 
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Others  fung  Perfeus,  and  the  injur'd  maid, 
Redeem'd  by  the  wing'd  warrior's  timely  aid ; 
Or  in  myfterious  numbers  did  unfold 
Sad  modern  truths  wrapt  up  in  tales  of  old ; 
How  Saturn,  flufn'd  with  arbitrary  power, 
Defign'd  his  lawful  ilTue  to  devour; 
But  Jove,  referv'd  for  better  fate,  withftood 
The  black  contrivance  of  the  doating  god  ; 
With  arms  he  came,  his  guilty  father  fled, 
*Twas  Italy  fecur'd  his  frighted  head. 
And  by  his  flight  refign'd  his  empty  throne 
And  triple  empire  to  his  worthier  fon. 

Then  in  one  note  their  artful  force  they  join. 
Eager  to  reach  the  vi6lor  and  the  Boyne ; 
How  on  the  wondering  bank,  the  hero  ftood, 
Lavifhly  bold  and  defperately  good  : 
Till  fate,  defigning  to  convince  the  brave 
That  they  can  dare  no  more  than  Heaven  can  fave. 
Let  death  approach,  and  yet  withheld  the  fling. 
Wounded  the  man,  dift:ingui{hing  the  King. 

They  had  enlarg'd,  but  found  the  ftrain  too  flrong. 
And  in  foft  notes  allay'd  the  bolder  fong : 
Flow,  gentle  Boyne,  they  cry'd,  and  round  thy  bed 
For  ever  may  vidiorious  wreaths  be  fpread; 
No  more  may  travellers  deflre  to  know- 
Where  Simois  and  Granicus  did  flow; 
Nor  Rubicon,  a  poor  forgotten  ftream. 
Be  or  the  foldier's  rant,  or  poet's  theme  : 
x\Il  waters  fljall  unite  their  fame  in  thee. 
Loft  in  thy  waves,  as  thofe  are  in  the  fea. 

They 
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They  breath'd  afrefh,  unwilling  to  give  o'er. 
And  begg'd  thick  milts  long  to  conceal  the  fiiore; 
Smooth  was  the  liquid  plain ;  the  fleeping  wind. 
More  to  the  fea,  than  to  it's  mafter  kind, 
Detain'd  a  trcafure,  which  we  value  more 
Than  all  the  deep  e'er  hid,  or  waters  bore. 
But  he,  with  a  fuperior  genius  born. 
Treats  chance  with  infolence,  and  death  with  fcom  : 
Darknefs  and  ice  in  vain  obftrud  his  way, 
Holland  is  near,  and  nature  mull  obey; 
Charg'd  with  our  hopes  the  boat  fecurely  rode. 
For  Csfar  and  his  fortune  were  the  load. 

With  eager  tranfport  Belgia  met  her  fon. 
Yet  trembling  for  the  danger  he  had  run  ; 
Till,  certain  of  her  joy,  fhe  bow'd  her  head, 
Confefs  her  Lord,  blefs'd  his  return,  and  faid  : 

If  paflion  by  long  abfence  does  improve. 
And  makes  that  rapture,  which  before  was  love; 
Think  on  my  old,  my  intermitted  blifs. 
And  by  my  former  pleafure  meafure  this  : 
Nor  by  thefe  feeble  pillars  which  I  raife. 
Unequal  to  fuflain  the  hero's  praife  ; 
Too  faint  the  colours,  and  too  mean  the  art. 
To  reprefent  your  glories,  or  my  heart  : 
Thefe  humble  emblems  are  defign'd  to  (how. 
Not  how  we  would  reward,  but  what  we  owe. 
Here  from  your  childhood  take  a  fhort  review. 
How  Holland's  happinefs  advanc'd  with  you  ; 
How  her  ftout  veflel  did  in  triumph  ride. 
And  mock'd  her  Harms,  while  Orange  was  her  guide. 

What 
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What  fince  has  been  our  fate — I  need  not  fay, 

111  fuiting  with  the  bleffings  of  the  day. 

Our  better  fortune  with  our  Prince  was  gone, 

Conqueft  was  only  there  where  he  kd  on. 

Like  the  Palladium,  wherefoe'er  you  go. 

You  turn  all  death  and  danger  on  the  toe. 

In  you  we  but  too  fadly  underftood 

How  angels  have  their  fpheres  of  doing  good  ; 

Elfe  the  fame  foul  which  did  our  troops  polTefs, 

And  crown'd  their  daring  courage  with  fuccefs. 

Had  taught  our  fleet  to  triumph  o'er  the  main, 

And  Fleurus  had  been  Hill  a  guiltlefs  plain. 

What  pity  'tis,  ye  Gods !  an  arm  and  mind 

Like  yours  fhould  be  to  time  and  place  coniin'd ! 

But  thy  return  fhall  fix  our  kinder  fate, 

for  thee  our  councils,  thee  our  armies  wait; 

Difcording  Princes  Ihall  with  thee  combine. 

And  center  all  their  interefts  in  thine  ; 

Proud  of  thy  friendfhip,  Ihall  forego  their  fway. 

As  Rome  her  great  Didlator  did  obey  j 

And  all  united  make  a  Gordian  knot. 

Which  neither  craft  Ihall  loofCi  nor  force  Ihall  cat* 


O  IT 
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ON    THE    LATE 

HORRID    CONSPIRACY. 

THE*  youth  whofe  fortune  the  raft  globe  obey'd. 
Finding  his  f  royal  enemy  betray 'd. 
And  in  his  chariot  by  %  vile  hands  opprefs'd. 
With  noble  pity  and  jiift  rage  poffefs'd. 
Wept  at  his  fall  from  fo  fublime  a  ftate. 
And  by  the  traitor's  death  reveng'd  the  fate 
Of  majefty  profan'd — fo  acted  too 
The  generous  Caefar,  when  the  Roman  knew 
A  §  coward  King  had  treacheroufly  flain, 
**  Whom  fcarce  he  foil'd  on  the  Pharfalian  plain  : 
The  doom  of  hisfam'd  rival  he  bemoan 'd. 
And  the  bafe  author  of  the  crime  dethroned. 
Such  were  the  virtuous  maxims  of  the  great. 
Free  from  the  fervile  arts  of  barbarous  hare; 
They  knew  no  foe  but  in  the  open  field. 
And  to  their  caufe  and  to  the  gods  appeal'd. 
So  William  ads — and  if  his  rivals  dare 
Difpute  his  reign  by  arms,  he  '11  meet  them  there. 
Where  Jove,  as  once  on  Ida,  holds  the  fcale. 
And  lets  the  good,  thejuft,  and  brave,  prevail. 

*  Alexander.  -J-  Darius.  %  Bollusi 

§  Ptolemy,  #*  Ponipcy. 
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TO   THE    EARL   OF    CARLISLE, 

rPON     THE     DEATH    OF    HIS    SON     BEFORE    LUXE.MBCRGH. 


HE  '5  gone!  and  was  it  then  by  your  decree,       '\ 
Ye  envious  powers,  that  we  (houid  only  fee      > 
This  copy  of  your  own  divinity  ?  J 

Or  thought  ye  it  furpaffirig  human  ftate. 
To  have  a  bleffing  lading  as  "t  was  great  ? 
Your  cruel  fi^ill  you  better  ne'er  had  lliown. 
Since  yoa  fo  foon  defign'd  him  all  your  own. 
Such  foftering  favours  to  the  damn'd  are  given. 
When,  to  increafe  their  hell,  you  (how  them  heaven* 
Was  it  too  godlike,  he  (hould  long  inherit 
At  once  his  father's  and  his  uncle's  fpirit  ? 
Yet  as  much  beauty,  and  as  calm  a  breaft. 
As  the  mild  dame  whofe  teeming  womb  he  blefl. 
H'  had  all. the  favours  Providence  could  give. 
Except  its  own  prerogative  to  live; 
Refer v'd  in  pleafures,  and  in  dangers  bold> 
Youthful  in  adtion,  and  in  prudence  old : 
His  humble  greatnefs,  and  fubraiffive  ftate, 
Made  his  life  full  of  wonder,  as  his  fate  ; 
One,  who,  to  all  the  heights  of  learning  bred. 
Read  books  and  men,  and  pradis'd  what  he  read.. 
Round  the  wide  globe  fcarce  did  the  bufy  fua 
With  greater  hafte  and  greater  luftre  run. 
True  gallantry  and  grandeur  he  defcryM, 
From  the  French  fopperies,  and  German  pride* 

And 


} 


TO  THE  EARL  OF  CARLISLE,     igi 

And  like  the  induftrlous  bee,  where'er  he  flew, 
Gather'd  the  fweets  which  on  fweet  bloffoms  grew. 
Babel's  confufed  fpeeches  on  his  tongue. 
With  a  fweet  harmony  and  concord  hung. 
More  countries  than  for  Homer  did  conteft 
Do  ftrive  who  moft  were  by  his  prefence  blell. 
Nor  did  his  wifdom  damp  his  martial  lire, 
Minerva  both  her  portions  did  infpire, 
Ufe  of  the  warlike  bow  and  peaceful  lyre. 
So  Csfar  doubly  triumph'd  when  he  wrote. 
Showing  like  wit,  as  valour  when  he  fought. 

If  God,  as  Plato  taught,  example  takes 
From  his  own  works,  and  fouls  by  patterns  makes. 
Much  of  himfelf  in  him  he  did  unfold,  -v 

And  call  them  in  his  darling  Sidney's  mold,  v. 

Of  too  refin'd  a  fubliaiice  to  be  old.  J 

Both  did  alike  difdain  an  hero's  rage 
Should  come  like  an  inheritance  by  age, 
Ambitioufly  did  both  confpire  to  twill: 
Bays  with  the  ivy,  with  their  temples  kiil: : 
Scorning  to  wait  the  flow  advance  of  time,  ^ 

Both  fell  like  early  bloflbms  in  their  prime,  '> 

By  blind  events,  and  Providence's  crime.  J 

Yet  both,  like  Codrus,  o'er  their  yielding  foe. 
Obtain '-d  the  conqueft,  in  their  overthrow  ; 
And  longer  life  do  purchafe  by  their  deatli. 
In  fame  compkating  what  they  want  in  breath. 
Oh  !  had  kind  fate  llretch'd  the  contraded  fpan. 
To  the  full  gloiies  of  a  perfect  man  ; 

And, 
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And,  as  he  grew,  could  every  rolling  year 

A  new  addition  to  our  wonder  bear, 

H'  had  paid  to  his  illuftrious  line  that  ftock 

Of  ancient  honour,  which  from  thence  he  took. 

But  oh ! 

So  hafty  fruits,  and  too  ambitious  flowers. 

Scorning  the  midwif:rry  of  ripening  fhowers. 

In  fpite  of  frofts,  fpring  from  th'  unwilling  earth. 

But  find  a  nip  untimely  as  their  birth  : 

Abortive  iflues  fo  delude  the  womb. 

And  fcarce  have  being,  ere  they  want  a  tomb. 

Forgive,  my  Lord,  the  Mufe  that  does  afpire 
With  a  new  breath  to  fan  your  raging  fire  i 
Who  each  officious  and  unfkilful  found 
Can  with  frefh  torture  but  enlarge  the  wound. 
Could  I,  with  David,  curfe  the  guilty  plain. 
Where  once  more  lov'd  than  Jonathan  was  flain  ; 
Or  could  I  flights  high  as  his  merits  raife. 
Clear  as  his  virtue,  deathlefs  as  his  praife  ; 
None  who.  though  laurels  crown'd  their  aged  head, 
Admir'd  him  living,  and  ador'd  him  dead. 
With  more  devotion  fhould  enrol  his  name 
In  the  long-confecrated  lift  of  fame. 
But,  fmce  my  artlefs  and  unhallow'd  ftrain 
Will  the  high  worth,  it  ihould  commend,  profane; 
Since  I  defpair  my  humble  verfe  Ihould  prove 
Great  as  your  lofs,  or  tender  as  your  love  ; 
My  heart  with  fighings,  and  with  tears  mine  eye. 
Shall  the  defect  of  written  grief  fupply. 

A   POEM, 
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DEDICATED    TO    THE     BLESSED     MEMORY    OF    HEIt 
LATE    GRACIOUS    MAJESTY    QUEEN    MARY. 

ONCE  more,  my  Mnfe, — we  muil  an  altar  raife  j— 
May  it  prove  tailing,  as  Maria's  praife ; 
And,  the  fong  ended,  be  the  fwan's  thy  doom, 
-Reft  ever  filent,  as  Maria's  tomb. 

But  whence  {hall  we  begin  ?  or  whither  fleer  ? 
Her  virtues  like  a  perfect  round  appear. 
Where  judgment  lies  in  admiration  loft. 
Not  knowing  which  it  fhould  diflinguifh  moft. 

Some  angel,  from  your  own,  defcribe  her  irame. 
For  fure  your  godlike  beings  are  the  fame : 
All  that  was  charming  in  the  fairer  kind. 
With  manly  fenfe  and  refolution  join'd ; 
A  mien  compos'd  of  mildnefs  and  of  ftate. 
Not  by  conltraint  or  aifcclation  great ; 
But  form'd  by  nature  for  fiipreme  command. 
Like  Eve  juft  moulded  by  the  Maker's  hand; 
Yet  fuch  her  meeknefs,  as  half-veil'd  the  throne, 
Left,  being  in  too  great  a  luftre  fhown. 
It  might  debar  the  fubjedl  of  accefs. 
And  make  her  mercies  and  our  comforts  lefs. 
So  Gods,  of  old,  defcending  from  their  fphere 
To  vifit  men,  like  mortals  did  appear: 
Left  their  too  awful  prefence  ftiould  affright 
Thofe  whom  they  meant  to  blefs,  and  to  delight. 

Vol.  XVIL  O  Thus 
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Thus  to  the  noon  of  her  high  glory  run. 
From  her  bright  orb,  diffufive  like  the  fun. 
She  did  her  healing  influence  difplay,  -» 

And  cherifh'd  all  our  nether  world,  that  lay  l 

Within  the  circle  of  her  radiant  day ;  J 

Relieved  not  only  thofe  who  bounty  fought. 
But  gave  unafic'd,  and  as  fhe  gave  forgot ; 
Found  raodeft  Want  in  her  obfcure  retreat. 
And  courted  timorous  Virtue  to  be  great. 
The  Church,  which  William  fav'd,  v/as  Mary's  care. 
Taught  by  her  life,  and  guarded  by  her  pray'r; 
What  her  devotions  were,  ye  cherubs,  tell. 
Who  ever  round  the  feat  of  mercy  dwell ; 
For  here  fhe  would  not  have  her  goodnefs  known, 
Put  you  beheld  hov/  Ihe  addrefs'd  the  throne. 
And  wcnderVi  at  a  zeal  fo  like  your  own. 
Since  Ihe  was  form'd,  and  lov'd,  and  pray'd  like  you. 
She  (hould,  alas !  have  been  immortal  too. 

A  mind  fo  good,  in  beauteous  ftrength  array'd, 
Affur'd  our  hopes  fne  might  be  long  obey'd. 
And  we,  with  heighten'd  reverence,  might  have  feen 
The  hoary  grandeur  of  an  aged  Queen, 
Who  might,  with  William,  jointly  govern  liere. 
As  that  bright  pair  which  rules  the  heavenly  fphcre* 

Grace  and  mild  mercy  beft  in  her  were  ftiown. 
In  him  the  rougher  virtues  of  the  throne  j 
Of  Juftice  fhe  at  home  the  balance  held  ; 
Abroad,  Cppreiuon  by  his  fword  was  qaell'd  ; 
The  generous  lion,  and  the  peaceful  dove. 
The  God  of  batUe,  and  the  Queen  of  love. 

Did 
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Did  in  their  happy  nuptials  well  agree ; 
Like  Mars,  he  led  our  armies  out ;  and  flie 
With  fmiles  prefided  o'er  her  nati\  e  fea. 

Such  too  their  meetings,  when  our  Monarch  came 
With  laurels  loaden,  and  immortal  lame  : 
As  when  the  God  on  H^mus  quits  his  arms. 
Softening  his  toils  in  Cytherea's  charms : 
Then  with  what  joy  did  fhe  the  viftor  meet. 
And  lay  the  reins  of  empire  at  his  feet ! 
With  the  fame  temper  as  the  *  Latian  hind 
Was  made  Dictator,  conquer'd,  and  refign'd ; 
So  Pallas  from  the  dufty  field  withdrew. 
And,  when  imperial  Jove  appear'd  in  view, 
Refum'd  her  female  arts,  the  fpindle  and  the  clew 
Forgot  the  fceptre  fhe  fo  well  had  fway'd. 
And,  with  that  mildnefs  fhe  had  rul'd,  obey'd ; 
Pleas'd  with  the  change,  and  unconcern'd  as  Jove^ 
When  in  difguife  he  leaves  his  power  above,. 
And  drowns  all  other  attributes  in  love. 

Such,  mighty  Sir,  if  yet  the  facred  ear 
Of  Majefty  in  grief  vouchfafe  to  hear, 
W^as  the  lov'd  confort  of  thy  crown  and  bed. 
Our  joy  while  living,  our  defpair  now  dead. 

Yet  though  with  Mary  one  fupporter  fail. 
Thy  virtue  Can  alone  fuftain  the  ball. 
Of  Sibyl's  books,  that  volume  which  remain'd. 
The  perfed  value  of  the  whole  retain'd. 
When  in  the  fiery  car  Elijah  fled. 
His  fpirit  doubled  on  his  partner's  head ; 
*  Lucius  Quintius* 

O  2  So 
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So  will  thy  people's  love,  now  Mary  's  gone. 
Unite  both  ftreams,  and  flow  on  thee  alone. 
The  graceful  fenate  with  one  voice  combine 
To  breathe  their  forro.vs,  and  to  comfort  thine. 
By  bringing  to  thy  view  how  Europe's  fate 
Does  on  thy  counfels  aad  thy  courage  wait : 
But,  N.hen  the  vaftnefs  of  thy  grief  they  fee. 
They  own  'tis  jurt,  and  melt  in  tears  with  thee, 

Blufli  not,  great  foul,  thus  to  reveal  thy  woe ; 
Sighs  will  have  vent,  and  eyes  too  full  o'erflov/  j 
Shed  by  degrees,  they  pafs  unfelt  away; 
But  raife  a  llorra  and  deluge  where  they  ftay. 

The  braveft  heroes  have  the  fofteft  mind. 
Their  nature  's,  like  the  Gods,  to  love  inclin'd. 
Homer,  who  human  palTions  nicely  knew. 
When  his  illuftrious  Grecian  chief  he  drew. 
Left  likewife  in  his  foul  one  mortal  part, 
Whence  love  and  anguifii  too  might  reach  his  heart; 
¥jt  a  loft  miftrefs,  in  defpair  he  fate. 
And  let  declining  Troy  ftiil  ftruggle  with  her  fate : 
But  when  the  partner  of  his  cares  lay  dead. 
Like  a  rous'd  lion  from  his  tent  he  fled. 
Whole  hecatombs  of  trembling  Trojans  flew. 
And  m:-.ngled  Hector  at  hi^  chariot  drew. 

Still  greater  is  thy  lofs, be  fuch  thy  rage. 

As  conquer'd  Gallia  only  may  afl'wage. 

She  who  on  earth  fecur'd  thee  by  her  prayer, 
Keturn'd  to  heaven,  (hall  prove  thy  guardian  angel  there. 
And,  hovering  round  thee  with  her  heavenly  fliicld, 
Unfeen  prateft  thee  in  the  doubtful  field, 
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Go  then,  by  different  paths  to  glory  go, 

The  church's  both  eftates  with  Mary  fhow  ; 

And  while  above  fne  triumphs,  fight  below.— 

'Tis  done — our  Monarch  to  the  camp  returns, — 

The  Gallic  armies  fly — their  navy  burns. 

And  earth  and  feas  all  bow  at  his  command. 

And  Europe  owns  her  peace  from  his  vii^lorious  hand. 

THE    AUSTRIAN    EAGLE. 

A    T  Anna's  call  the  Auftrian  eagle  flies, 
-^  ^  Rearing  her  thunder  to  the  fouthern  fitics  ; 
Where  a  rafh  Prince,  with  an  unequal  fway. 
Inflames  the  region,  and  mifguides  die  day  ; 
Till  the  ufurper,  from  his  chariot  hurl'd. 
Leaves  the  true  Monarch  to  command  tlie  world. 

THE    NATURE    OF    DREAMS, 

AT  dead  of  night  imperial  Rcifon  fleeps. 
And  Fancy  with  her  train  loofe  revels  keep?. 
Then  airy  phantoms  a  mix'd  fcene  difplay. 
Of  what  we  heard,  or  faw,  or  wifh'd  by  day ; 
For  memory  thofe  images  retains, 
\"\Tiich  palfion  form'd,  and  ftill  the  ftrongc^  reigns. 
Huntfmen  renew  the  chace  they  lately  run. 
And  generals  fight  again  their  battles  won. 
Spedlres  and  furies  haunt  the  murderer's  dreams. 
Grants  or  difgraces  are  the  courtier's  themes. 
The  mifer  fpies  a  thief,  or  a  new  hoard. 
The  cit  's  a  knight,  the  fvcophant  a  lord. 

6  3  T?.un 


298         STEPNEY'S    POEMS. 

Thus  fancy  's  in  the  wild  diftraftion  loft. 
With  what  we  moft  abhor,  or  covet  moft. 
But  of  ail  paflions  that  our  dreams  control. 
Love  prints  the  deepeft  image  in  the  foul ; 
For  vigorous  fancy  and  warm  blood  difpenfe 
Pleafures  fo  lively  that  they  rival  fenfe. 
Such  are  the  tranfports  of  a  willing  maid. 
Not  yet  by  time  and  place  to  act  betray'd. 
Whom  fpies  or  fome  faint  virtue  forc'd  to  fly- 
That  fcene  of  joy,  which  yet  Ihe  dies  to  try. 
Till  fancy  bawds,  and,  by  myfterious  charms. 
Brings  the  dear  objed  to  her  longing  arms ; 
Unguarded  then  ihe  melts,  acls  fierce  delight. 
And  curfes  the  returns  of  envious  light. 
In  fuch  bleft  dreams  Byblis  enjoys  a  flame, 
W^.ich  waking  fhe  detcfl;s,  and  dares  not  name* 
Ixion  gives  a  loofe  to  his  wild  love. 
And  in  his  airy  vifions  cuckolds  Jove. 
Honours  and  Hate  before  this  phantom  fall; 
For  fleep,  like  death  its  image,  equals  all. 

VERSES 

IMITATED    FROM    THE     FRENCH     OF     MONS.    MAT- 
NARD,      TO    CARDINAL    RICHELIEU. 

I. 

WHEN  money  and  ray  blood  ran  high. 
My  mufe  was  reckon'd  wondrous  pretty  ; 
The  fports  and  fmiLs  did  round  her  fly, 
Enamour'd  with  her  fmart  concetti. 

II.  Now 
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II. 
2^ow  (who  'd  have  thought  it  once  ?)  with  paia 

She  ftrings  her  harp,  whilft  freezing  age 
But  feebly  runs  through  every  vein. 

And  chills  my  brifk  poetic  rage. 
III. 
I  properly  have  ceas'd  to  live. 

To  wine  and  women,  dead  in  law  ; 
And  foon  from  fate  I  (hall  receive 

A  fumraons  to  the  fhades  to  go, 
I.V. 
The  warrior  ghofls  will  round  me  come 

To  hear  of  fam'd  Ramillia's  tight, 
Whilil:  the  vext  Bourbons  through  the  gloom 

Retire  to  th'  utmoft  realms  of  night. 
V. 
Then  I,  my  lord,  will  tell  how  you 

With.penfions  every  mufe  infpire; 
Who  Marlborough's  conquefts  did  purfue. 

And  to  his  trumpets  tun'd  the  lyre, 
VI. 
But  fhould  fome  drolling  fprite  demand. 

Well,  Sir,  what  place  had  you,  I  pray  ? 
How  like  a  coxcomb  fhould  I  ftand  ! 

What  would  your  Lordlhip  have  me  fay  ? 
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JUVENAL.      SATIRE    VIII. 

THEARGUMENT. 

In  this  Satire,  the  poet  proves  that  nobility  does  not 
confift  in  ftatues  and  pedigrees,  but  in  honourable 
and  good  aftions:  He  lafhes  Rubellius  Plancus,  for 
being  infolent,  by  reafon  of  his  high  birth  ;  and  lays 
dowri  an  initance  that  we  ought  to  make  the  like 
judgment  of  men,  as  we  do  of  horfes,  who  are  va- 
lued rather  according  to  their  perfonal  qualities,  than 
by  the  race  of  whence  they  come.  He  advifes  his 
noble  friend  Ponticus  (to  whom  he  dedicates  the 
fatire)  to  lead  a  virtuous  life,  diffuading  him  from 
debauchery,  luxury,  oppreffion,  cruelty,  and  other 
vices,  by  his  fevere  cenfures  on  Lateranus,  Daraa- 
fippus,  Gracchus,  Nero,  Cataline ;  and  in  oppolition 
to  thefe,  difplays  the  worth  of  perfons  meanly  born, 
fuch  as  Cicero,  Marius,  Servius  Tullius,  and  the 
Decii. 

The  tranHator  of  this  fatire  Induflrioufly  avoided  Im- 
pofmg  upon  the  reader,  and  perplexing  the  printer 
with  tedious  common-place  notes  ;  but  finding  to- 
\vards  the  latter  end  many  examples  of  noblemen  who 
difgraced  their  anceftors  by  vicious  practices,  and  of 
men  meanly  born,  who  ennobled  their  families  by 
virtuous  and  brave  anions,  he  thought  forae  hiftori- 
cal  relations  were  neceflary  towards  rendering  thofe 
inllances  more  intelligible ;  which  is  all  he  pretends 

to 
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to  by  his  remarks.  He  would  gladly  have  left  out 
the  heavy  paffage  of  the  Mirmillo  and  Retiarius, 
which  he  honeftly  confefies  he  either  does  not  rightly 
underitand,  or  cannot  fufficiently  explain.  If  he 
has  not  confined  himfelf  to  the  ilrid  rules  of  tranfla- 
tion,  but  has  frequently  taken  the  liberty  of  imitat« 
ing,  paraphrafing,  or  reconciling  the  Roman  cudoms 
to  our  modern  ufage;  he  hopes  this  freedom  is 
pardonable,  fmce  he  has  not  ufed  it  but  when  he 
found  the  original  flat,  obfcure,  or  defedive ;  and 
where  the  humour  and  connexion  of  the  author  might 
naturally  allow  of  fuch  a  change. 

T  X  7"  H  AT  's  the  advantage,  or  the  real  good, 

'  ^     In  tracing  from  the  fource  our  antient  blood? 
To  have  our  anceftors  in  paint  or  Hone, 
Preferv^d  as  relicks,  or  like  monfters  (hewn? 
The  brave  iErailii,,  as  in  triumph  plac'd. 
The  virtuous  Curii,  half  by  time  defac'd  ; 
Corvinus,  with  a  mouldering  nofe,  that  bears 
Injurious  fcars^,  the  fad  effeds  of  years  ? 
And  Galba  grinning  without  nofe  or  ears  ? 
Vain  are  their  hopes,  who  fancy  to  inherit 
By  trees  of  pedigrees,  or  fame,  or  merit : 
Though  plodding  heralds  through  each  branch  may  trace 
Old  Captains  and  Dilators  of  their  raee^ 
While  their  ill  lives  that  family  beh%. 
And  grieve  the  brafs  which  ftands  difhonour'd  by. 
'Tis  mere  burlefque,  that  to  our  Generals  praife 
Their  progeny  immortal  flatues  raife,. 

Yet 
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Yet  (far  from  that  old  gallant^)  delight 
To  game  before  their  images  all  night. 
And  ikal  to  bed  at  the  approach  of  day. 
The  hour  when  thefe  their  enfigns  did  difplay, 
.  Why  fhould  foft  Fabius  impudently  bear 
Names  gain'd  by  conquefts  in  the  Gallic  war  ? 
Why  la-\s  he  claim  to  Hercules's  ftrain. 
Yet  dares  be  bafe,  effeminate  and  vain  ? 
The  glorious  altar  to  that  hero  built 
Adds  but  a  greater  luftre  to  his  guilt, 
Whofe  tender  limbs  and  polifli'd  fkin  difgracc 
The  griily  beauty  of  his  manly  race  j 
And  who,  by  practiimg  the  difmal  fK.ill 
Of  poifoning,  and  fuch  treacherous  ways  to  kill. 
Makes  his  unhappy  kindred  marble  fweat, 
\^'hen  his  degenerate  head  by  theirs  is  fet. 

Long  galleries  of  anceftors,  and  all 
The  follies  which  ill-grace  a  country  hall. 
Challenge  no  wonder  or  efteem  from  me  -, 
'*  Virtue  alone  is  true  nobility." 
Live  therefore  well :  to  men  and  gods  appear. 
Such  as  good  Faulus,  Coffus,  Drufus,  werej 
And  in  thy  confular,  triumphal  fnow. 
Let  thefe  before  thy  father's  ftatues  go ; 
Place  them  before  the  enfigns  of  the  Hate, 
As  choofing  rather  to  be  good  than  great. 
Convince  the  world  that  you  're  devout  and  true. 
Be  juft  in  all  you  fay,  and  all  you  do; 
Whatever  be  your  birth,  you  're  fure  to  be 
A  peer  of  the  iirll  magnitude  to  me  ; 

Rome 
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Jlome  for  your  fake  fliall  pulh  her  conquefts  on. 
And  bring  new  titles  home  from  nations  won. 
To  dignify  fo  eminent  a  fon. 
With  your  bleft  name  fliall  every  region  found. 
Loud  as  mad  Egypt,  when  her  priells  have  found 
A  new  Ofiris  for  the  ox  they  drown'd. 

But  who  will  call  thofe  noble,  who  deface. 
By  meaner  ads,  the  glories  of  their  race ; 
Vv^hofe  only  title  to  our  fathers'  fame 
Is  couch'd  in  the  dead  letters  of  their  name  ? 
A  dwarf  as  well  may  for  a  giant  pafs ; 
A  negro  for  a  fwan ;  a  crook-back'd  lafs 
Be  call'd  Europa ;  and  a  cur  may  bear 
The  name  of  tiger,  lion,  or  whate'er 
Denotes  the  nobleft  or  the  fierceft  beafl: : 
Be  therefore  careful,  left  the  world  in  jeil 
Should  thee  jult  fo  with  the  mock  titles  greet 
Of  Camerinus  or  of  conquer'd  Crete. 

To  whom  is  this  advice  and  cenfure  due  ? 
Rubellius  Plancus,  'tis  applied  to  you  ; 
Who  think  your  perfon  fecond  to  divine, 
Becaufe  defcended  from  the  Drufian  line ; 
Though  yet  you  no  illuftrious  ad  have  done. 
To  make  the  world  diftinguilh  Julia's  fon 
From  the  vile  offspring  of  a  trull,  who  fits 
By  the  town  wall,  and  for  a  living  knits. 
^'  You  are  poor  rogues  (you  cry)  the  bafer  fciim 
**  And  inconfiderable  dregs  of  Rome ; 
«*  Who  know  not  from  what  corner  of  the  earth 
**  Tlie  obfcure  wretch,  who  got  you,  ftole  his  birth : 

«*  Mine 
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«*  Mine  I  derive  from  Cecrops" — May  your  Grace 

Live  and  enjoy  the  fplendor  of  your  racel — 

Yet  of  thefe  bafe  plebeians  we  have  known  ^^ 

Some,  who,  by  charming  eloquence,  have  grown       > 

Great  fenators,  and  honours  to  that  gown  ;  J 

Some  at  the  bar  with  fubtilty  defend 

The  caufe  of  an  unlearned  noble  friend  ; 

Or  on  the  bench  the  knotty  laws  untie : 

Others  their  ftronger  youth  to  arms  apply. 

Go  to  Euphrates,  or  thofe  forces  join 

Which  garrifun  the  conquefts  near  the  Rhine. 

While  you,  Rubellius,  on  your  birth  rely; 

Though  you  refemble  your  great  ramily 

No  more>  than  thofe  rough  ftatues  on  the  road 

(Which  we  call  Mercuries)  are  like  that  God : 

Your  blockhead  though  excels  in  this  alone. 

You  are  a  living  ftatue,  that  of  ftone. 

Great  fon  of  Troy,  who  ever  prais'd  a  beafl 
For  being  of  a  race  above  the  reft. 
But  rather  meant  his  courage,  and  his  force  ? 
To  give  an  inftance — Vve  commend  a  horfe 
(Without  regard  of  pafture  or  of  breed)- 
For  his  undaunted  mettle  and  his  fpeed  ^ 
Who  wins  molt  plates  with  greateft  eafe,  and  firfl 
Prints  vvith  bis  hoofs  his  coaquefts  on  the  duft. 
But  if  fleet  Dragon's  progeny  at  laft 
Prove  jaded,  and  in  frequent  matches  caft. 
No  favour  for  the  ftailion  we  retain. 
And  no  refpe<^  for  the  degenerate  drain  j 

The 
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The  worthlefs  brute  is  from  New-Market  brought. 
And  at  an  under-rate  in  Smithfield  bought. 
To  turn  a  mill,  or  drag  a  loaded  life 
Beneath  two  panniers  and  a  baker's  wife. 

That  we  may  therefore  you,  not  yours,  admire; 
Firft,  Sir,  fome  honour  of  your  own  acquire; 
Add  10  that  flock  which  juftly  we  beftow 
On  thofe  bleft  fhades  to  whom  you  all  things  owe. 

This  may  fuffice  the  haughty  youth  to  (hame, 
Whofe  fwelling  veins  (if  we  may  credit  fame) 
Burft  aL-Boft  with  the  vanity  and  pride 
That  their  rich  blood  to  Nero's  is  ally'd : 
The  rumour  's  likely;  for  **  We  feldom  find 
**  Much  fenfe  with  an  exalted  fortune  join'd." 

But  Ponticus,  I  would  not  you  fhould  raife 
Your  credit  by  hereditary  praife ; 
Let  your  own  adls  immortalife  your  name; 
**  'Tis  poor  relying  on  another's  fame ;" 
For,  take  the  pillars  but  away,  and  all 
The  fuperftrufture  muft  in  ruins  fall ; 
As  a  vine  droops,  when  by  divorce  reraov'd 
From  the  embraces  of  the  elm  Ihe  lov'd. 

Be  a  good  foldier,  or  upright  truliee. 
An  arbitrator  from  corruption  free. 
And  if  a  witnefs  in  a  doubtful  caufe. 
Where  a  brib'd  judge  means  to  elude  the  laws; 
Though  Phalaris's  brazen  bull  were  there. 
And  he  would  didate  what  he  'd  have  you  fwear. 
Be  not  fo  profligate,  but  rather  chufe 
To  guard  your  honour,  and  your  life  to  lofe. 

Rather 
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Rather  than  let  your  virtue  be  betray'd ; 

Virtue  the  nobleft  caufe  for  -  ,hich  you  're  made^- 

*'  Improperly  we  meafure  life  by  breath ; 
*«  Such  do  not  truly  live  who  merit  death  ;" 
Though  they  their  wanton  fenfes  nicely  pleafe 
With  all  the  charms  of  luxury  and  eafe  ; 
Though  mingled  flowers  adorn  their  carelefs  brow,. 
And  round  them  coftly  fweets  neglec'ted  flow. 
As  if  they  in  their  funeral  ftate  were  laid. 
And  to  the  world,,  as  they  're  to  virtue,  dead. 

When  you  the  province  you  expect,  obtain,. 
From  palfion  and  from  avarice  refrain  j 
Let  our  affociates  poverty  pro;  oke 
Thy  generous  heart  not  to  increafe  their  yoke,. 
Since  riches  cannot  refcue  from  the  grave. 
Which  claims  alike  the  monarch  and  the  flave,. 

To  what  the  laws  enjoin,  fubmifTion  pay  j 
And  what  the  Senate  fhall  command,  obey. 
Think  what  rewards  upon  the  good  attend. 
And  how  thofe  fall  unpitied  who  offend  : 
Tutor  and  Capito  m.ay  warnings  be. 
Who  felt  the  thunder  of  the  States  decree^ 
For  robbing  the  Ceeilians,  though  they 
(Like  lelTer  pikes)  only  fubiift  on  prey. 
But  what  avails  the  rigour  of  their  doom  T 
Which  cannot  future  violence  o'ercome. 
Nor  give  the  miferable  province  eafe. 
Since  what  one  plunderer  left,  the  next  will  feize,- 

Chsrippus  then,  in  time  yourfdf  bethink. 
And  what  your  rags  will  yield  by  aacuon,  fink ; 

Ke'er 
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Ke'er  put  yourfelf  to  charges  to  complain 
Of  wrong  which  heretofore  you  did  fuilain. 
Make  not  a  voyage  to  deteft  the  theft : 
'Tis  mad  to  lavifh  what  their  rapine  left. 

When  Rome  at  firft  our  rich  allies  fubdued. 
From  gentle  taxes  noble  fpoils  accrued ; 
Each  wealthy  province,  but  in  part  oppreft. 
Thought  the  lofs  trivial,  and  enjoyed  the  reft* 
All  treafuries  did  then  with'  heaps  abound  ; 
In  every  wardrobe  eoftly  filks  were  found ;. 
The  leaft  apartment  of  the  meaneft  houfe 
Could  all  the  wealthy  pride  of  art  produce; 
Pictures  which  from  Parrhafius  did  receive 
Motion  and  warmth ;  and  Itatues  taught  to  live  t 
Some  Polyclete's,  fome  Myron's  work  declar'd^. 
In  others  Phidias'  mafter-piece  appear'd  ; 
And  crowding  plate  did  on  the  cupboard  ftand^. 
Embofs'd  by  curious  Mentor's  artful  hand* 
Prizes  like  thefe  oppreflbrs  might  in\  ite, 
Thefe  Dolabella's  rapine  did  excite, 
Thefe  Antony  for  his  own  theft  thought  fit> 
Verres  for  thefe  did  facrilege  commit  -, 
And  when  their  reigns  were  ended,,  fhips  full  fraught 
The  hidden  fruits  of  their  exaftion  brought,. 
Which  made  in  peace  a  treafure  richer  far. 
Than  what  is  pkmder'd  in  the  rage  of  war. 

This  was  of  old ;  but  our  confederates  now 
Have  nothing  left  but  oxen  for  the  plough. 
Or  fome  few  marcs  referv'd  alone  for  breed; 
Yet  left  this  provident  defign  fucceed. 

They 
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They  drive  the  father  of  the  herd  away. 
Making  both  ftallion  and  his  pafture  prey. 
Their  rapine  is  fo  abjetl  and  prophane. 
They  not  from  trifles  nor  from  Gods  refrain  ; 
But  the  poor  Lares  from  the  niches  feize. 
If  they  be  little  images  that  pleafe. 
Such  are  the  fpoils  which  now  provoke  their  theft. 
And  are  the  greateft,  nay,  they  're  all  that  's  left. 

Thus  may  you  Corinth  or  weak  Rhodes  opprefs, 
\Vho  dare  not  bravely  what  they  feel  redrefs : 
For  how  can  fops  thy  tyranny  control, 
«*  Smooth  limbs  are  fymptoms  of  a  fervile  foul." 
Eut  trefpafs  not  too  far  on  ilurdy  Spain, 
Sclavonia,  France ;  thy  gripes  from  thofe  reftrain. 
Who  with  their  fweat  Rome's  luxury  maintain. 
And  fend  us  plenty,  while  our  wanton  day 
Is  lavifh'd  at  the  Circus,  or  the  play. 
For,  {hould  you  to  extortion  be  inclin'd. 
Your  cruel  guilt  will  little  booty  find. 
Since  gleaning  Marius  has  already  feiz'd 
All  that  from  fun-burnt  Afric  can  be  fqueez*d. 

But,  above  all,  **  Be  careful  to  with-hold 
**.  Your  talons  from  the  wretched  and  the  bold; 
"  Tempt  not  the  brave  and  needy  to  defpair; 
'*  For,  though  your  violence  fhould  leave  them  bare 
<*  Of  gold  and  filver,  fwords  and  darts  remain, 
*'  And  will  revenge  the  wrongs  which  they  fuftainj 
*'  The  plunder 'd  ftill  have  arms ." 

Think  not  the  precept  I  have  here  laid  down 
A  fond,  uncertain  notion  of  my  own  j 

No 
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No,  *tis  a  Sibyl's  leaf  what  I  relate. 
As  fix'd  and  lure,  as  the  decrees  of  fate. 

Let  none  but  men  of  honour  you  attend  ; 
Choofe  him  that  has  moil:  virtue  fcr  your  friend. 
And  give  no  way  to  any  darling  youth 
To  fell  your  favour,  and  pervert  the  truth. 
Reclaim  your  wife  from  llrolling  up  and  dov.-n. 
To  all  aifizes  and  through  every  town. 
With  claws  like  harpies,  eager  for  the  prey 
(For  which  your  jullice  and  your  fame  will  pay). 
Keep  yourfelf  free  from  fcandals  fuch  as  thefe; 
Then  trace  your  birth  from  Picus,  if  you  pleafe : 
If  he  's  too  modern,  and  your  pride  afpire 
To  feek  the  author  of  your  being  higher, 
Choofe  any  Titan  who  the  Gods  withllood 
To  be  the  founder  of  your  ancient  blood, 
Prometheus,  and  that  race  before  the  flood. 
Or  any  other  ftory  you  can  find 
From  heralds,  or  in  poets,  to  your  mind. 

But  (hould  you  prove  ambitiouf,  luftful,  vainj 
Or  could  you  fee  with  pleafurc  and  difdain, 
P^ods  broke  on  our  affociates  bleeding  backs. 
And  heads-men  labouring  till  they  blunt  their  ax  > 
Your  father's  glory  will  your  fm  proclaim. 
And  to  a  clearer  light  expofe  your  iharae  ; 
**  For  ilill  more  public  fcandal  vice  extends, 
**   As  he  is  great  and  noble  v>-ho  offends." 

How  dare  you  then  your  high  extradion  plead  ? 
Yet  blulh  not  when  you  go  to  forge  a  deed. 

Vol.  XVII.  P  In 
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In  the  fame  temple  which  your  grandfire  built ; 
Making  his  ftatue  privy  to  the  guilt. 
Or  in  a  bawdy  mafquerade  are  led, 
MufFied  by  night,  to  fome  polluted  bed. 

Fat  Lateranus  does  his  revels  keep 
Where  his  forefathers  peaceful  afhes  fleep ; 
Driving  himfelf  a  chariot  down  the  hill. 
And  (though  a  conful)  links  himfelf  the  wheel : 
To  do  him  juftice,  'tis  indeed  by  night. 
Yet  the  moon  fees,  and  every  fmaller  light 
Pries  as  a  witnefs  of  the  Ihameful  fight. 
Nay  when  his  year  of  honour  's  ended,  focn 
Ke  '11  leave  that  nicety,  and  mount  at  noon ; 
Nor  blulh  lliould  he  fome  grave  acquaintance  meet. 
Put,  proud  of  being  known,  will  jerk  and  greet : 
And  when  his  fellow-beafts  are  weary  grown. 
He  '11  play  the  groom,  give  oats,  and  rub  them  down. 
If,  after  Numa's  ceremonial  way. 
He  at  Jove's  altar  would  a  vicftim  flay. 
To  no  clean  goddefs  he  direds  his  prayers. 
But  by  Hippona  moft  devoutly  fwears. 
Or  fome  rank  deity,  whofe  f.lthy  face 
We  fuitably  o'er  ftinking  ftables  place. 

When  he  has  run  his  length,  and  does  begin 
To  fteer  his  courfe  diredly  for  the  inn 
(Where  they  have  watch'd,  expeding  him  all  night)>' 
A  greafy  Syrian,  ere  he  can  alight, 
Prefents  him  effence,  Vvhile  his  courteous  hoft 
(Well  knowing  nothing  by  good-breeding  's  Icil) 

Tags. 
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Tags  every  fentence  with  fome  fawning  word. 

Such  as  "  My  King,  My  Prince,"  at  lead  "  My  Lord ;" 

And  a  tight  maid,  ere  he  for  wine  can  afic, 

Gueffes  his  meaning,  and  unoils  the  fialk. 

Some,  friends  to  vice,  induftrioufly  defend 

Thefe  innocent  diverfions,  and  pretend 

That  I  the  tricks  of  youth  too  roughly  blame, 

Alledging  that  when  young  we  did  the  fame. 

I  grant  we  did,  yet  when  that  age  was  pad. 

The  frolic  humour  did  no  longer  laft  ; 

We  did  not  cherifh  and  indulge  the  crime : 

What's  foul  in  ading,  ftiould  be  left  in  time. 

*Tis  true,  fome  faults,  of  courfe,  with  childhood  end. 

We  therefore  wink  at  wags  when  they  offend. 

And  fpare  the  boy,  in  hopes  the  man  may  mend. 

But  Lateranus  (now  his  vigorous  age 
Should  prompt  him  for  his  country  to  engage. 
The  circuit  of  our  empire  to  extend. 
And  all  our  lives  in  Caefar's  to  defend) 
Mature  in  riots,  places  his  delight 
All  day  in  plying  bumpers,  and  at  night 
Reels  to  the  bawds,  over  whofe  doors  are  fet 
Pic:"l;ures  and  bills,  with  **  Here  are  Vv'horcs  to  let.'* 
Should  any  defiierate  unexpedcd  fate 
Summon  all  heads  and  hands  to  guard  the  date, 
C^far,  fend  quickly  to  fecure  the  port ; 
**  But  where's  the  general  ?  wliere  does  he  refort  r" 
Send  to  the  fuller's  ;  there  y'  are  fure  to  find 
l"he  bully  match'd  with  rafcals  of  his  kind^ 

V  z  Quacks, 
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Quacks,  coffin-makers ;  fugitives  and  failors ; 

Rooks,  common  foldiers,  hangmen,  thieves,  and  tailors; 

With  Cybele's  prieits,  who,  weary'd  with  proceffions. 

Drink  there,  and  fleep  with  knaves  of  all  profeffions, 

A  friendly  gang  !  each  equal  to  the  heft  ; 

And  all,  who  can,  have  liberty  to  jeft  : 

One  Piaggon  walks  the  round,  that  none  fhould  think 

They  either  change,  or  flint  him  of  his  drink : 

And,  left  exceptions  may  for  place  be  found. 

Their  ftools  are  all  alike,  their  table  round. 

What  think  you,  Ponticus,  yourfelf  might  do. 
Should  any  flave  fo  lewd  belong  to  you  ? 
No  doubt,  you  'd  fend  the  rogue  in  fetters  bound 
To  work  in  Bridewell,  or  to  plough  your  ground  ; 
But,  nobles,  you  who  trace  your  birth  from  Troy, 
Think,  you  the  great  prerogative  enjoy 
Of  doing  ill,  by  virtue  of  that  race ; 
As  if  what  we  efteem  in  coblers  bafe. 
Would  the  high  family  of  Brutus  grace. 

Shameful  are  thefe  examples,  yet  we  find 
(To  Rome's  difgrace)  far  worfe  than  thefe  behind; 
Poor  Damafippus,  whom  we  once  have  known 
Fluttering  with  coach  and  fix  about  the  town, 
Js  forc'd  to  make  the  ftage  his  laft  retreat. 
And  pawns  his  voice,  the  all  he  has,  for  meat: 
For  now^  he  muft  (fmce  his  eftate  is  loft) 
Or  reprefent,  or  be  himfelf,  a  ghoft  : 
And  Lentulus  ads  hanging  with  fuch  art. 
Were  I  a  judge,  he  Ihould  not  feign  the  part. 

Nor 
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Nor  would  I  their  vile  infolence  acquit. 
Who  can  with  patience,  nay  diverlion,  fit. 
Applauding  my  lord's  buffoonry  fof  wit. 
And  clapping  farces  adled  by  the  court. 
While  the  peers  cufF,  to  make  the  rabble  fport  : 
Or  hirelings,  at  a  prize,  their  fortunes  try  ; 
Certain  to  fall  unpity'd  if  they  die ; 
Since  none  can  have  the  favourable  thought 
That  to  obey  a  tyrant's  will  they  fought. 
But  that  their  lives  they  willingly  expofe. 
Bought  by  the  Przetors  to  adorn  their  fliows. 

Yet  fay,  the  ftage  and  liih  were  both  in  fight. 
And  you  muft  either  cnoofe  to  atft,  or  fight ; 
Death  never  fure  bears  fuch  a  ghaftly  Ihape, 
That  a  rank  coward  bafely  would  efcape 
By  playing  a  foul  harlot's  jealous  tool. 
Or  a  feign'd  Andrew  to  a  real  fool. 
Yet  a  peer  aftor  is  no  monftrous  thing. 
Since  Rome  has  own'd  a  fidler  for  a  king : 
After  fuch  pranks,  the  world  itfelf  at  beft 
May  be  imagin'd  nothing  but  a  jeft. 

Go  to  the  lifts  where  feats  of  arms  are  fhcwn. 
There  you  '11  find  Gracchus  (from  patrician)  g 
A  fencer  and  the  fcandal  of  the  town. 
Nor  will  he  the  Mirmillo's  weapons  bear. 
The  modeft  helmet  he  difdains  to  wear ; 
As  Ketiarius  he  attacks  his  foe  ; 
Firft  waves  his  trident  ready  for  the  throw> 
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Next  cafts  his  net,  but  neither  level'd  right,  t 

He  ftares  about  expos'd  to  public  fight,  > 

Then  places  all  his  fafety  in  his  flight.  J 

Room  for  the  noble  gladiator  !  See 
His  coat  and  hatband  ihtw  his  quality. 
Thus  when  at  laft  the  brave  Mirmillo  knew 
*Tvvas  Gracchus  was  the  wretch  he  did  purfue. 
To  conquer  fuch  a  coward  griev'd  him  more. 
Than  if  he  many  glorious  wounds  had  bore. 
Had  we  the  freedom  to  exprefs  our  mind. 
There 's  not  a  wretch  fo  much  to  vice  inclin'd. 
But  will  own,  Seneca  did  far  excel 
His  pupil,  by  whofe  tyranny  he  fell : 
To  expiate  whofe  complicated  guilt. 
With  fome  proportion  to  the  blood  he  fpilt, 
Rome  fhould  more  ferpents,  apes,  and  facks  provide. 
Than  one  for  the  compendious  parricide. 
^Tis  true,  Oreftes  a  like  crime  did  aft  ; 
Yet  weigh  the  caufe,  there's  difference  in  the  fad  : 
He  flew  his  mother  at  the  gods'  command. 
They  bid  him  ftrike,  and  did  dired  his  hand ; 
To  punifh  falfhood,  and  appeafe  the  ghoft 
Of  his  poor  father  treacheroully  loll, 
Juft  in  the  minute  when  the  flowing  bowl 
With  a  full  tide  enlarg'd  his  chearful  foul. 
Yet  kill'd  he  not  his  fifler,  or  his  wife. 
Nor  aim'd  at  any  near  relation's  life ; 
Oreftes,  in  the  heat  of  all  his  rage. 
Ne'er  play'd  or  fung  upon  a  public  ftage ; 

Never 


IMITATION   OF   JUVENAL.       215 

Never  on  verfe  did  his  wild  thoughts  employ,     ' 
To  paint  the  horrid  fcene  of  burning  Troy, 
Like  Nero,  who,  to  raife  his  fancy  higher. 
And  finifn  the  great  work,  fet  Rome  on  fire. 
Such  crimes  make  treafon  juft,  and  might  compel 
Virginius,  Vindex,  Galba,  to  rebel ; 
For  what  could  Nero's  felf  have  aded  worfe 
To  a2:eravate  the  wretched  nation's  curfe  ? 

Thefe  are  the  bleil  endowments,  ftudies,  arts. 
Which  exercife  our  mighty  Emperor's  parts ; 
Such  frolics  with  his  roving  genius  fuit. 
On  foreign  theatres  to  proftitute 
His  voice  and  honour,  for  the  poor  renown 
Of  putting  all  the  Grecian  adlors  down. 
And  winning  at  a  wake  their  parfley -crown. 
Let  this  triumphal  chaplet  find  fome  place 
Among  the  other  trophies  of  thy  race  ; 
By  the  Domitii's  ftatues  ihall  be  laid 
The  habit  and  the  mafk  in  which  you  play'd 
Antigone's,  or  bold  Thyeftcs'  part, 
(While  your  wild  nature  little  wanted  art) 
And  on  the  marble  pillar  fhall  be  hung 
The  lute  to  which  the  Royal  Madman  fnng. 

Who,  Catiline,  can  boall:  a  nobler  line 
Than  thy  lewd  friend  Cethegus's,  and  thine  ? 
Yet  you  took  arms,  and  did  by  night  confpirc 
To  fet  your  houfes  and  our  gods  on  fire. 
(An  enterprize  which  might  indeed  become 
Our  enemies,  the  Gauls,  not  fons  of  Rome, 

P  4  To 
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To  recompenfe  whofe  barbarous  intent 
Pitch'd  fhirts  would  be  too  mild  a  punilhment) : 
But  Tully,  our  wife  conful,  watch'd  the  blow. 
With  care  difcover'd,  and  difarm'd  the  fee; 
Tully,  the  humble  mufhroom,  fcarcely  known. 
The  lowly  native  of  a  country  town 
(Who  till  of  late  could  never  reach  the  height 
Of  being  honour'd  as  a  Roman  knight). 
Throughout  the  trembling  city  plac'd  a  guards, 
Dealing  an  equal  fnare  to  every  ward. 
And  by  the  peaceful  robe  got  more  renown 
Within  our  walls,  than  young  Odavius  won 
By  viftories  at  Aftium,  or  the  plain 

Of  ThelTaly,  difcclour'd  by  the  fiain  : 

Kim  therefore  PvOme  in  gratitude  decreed 

'J  he  Father  of  his  Country,  which  he  freed. 
Marius  (another  conful  we  admire) 

In  the  fame  village  born,  firft  plow'd  for  hire; 

His  next  advance  was  to  the  foldier's  trade. 

Where,  if  he  did  not  nimbly  ply  the  fpade. 

His  furly  officer  ne'er  fail'd  to  crack 

Kis  knotty  cudgel  on  his  tougher  back  : 

Yet  he  alone  fecur'd  the  tottering  ftate, 

Vs'ithftood  the  Cimbrians,  and  redeem'd  our  fate  : 

So  when  the  eagles  to  their  quarry  flew 

(Who  never  fuch  a  goodly  banquet  knew) 

Only  a  fecond  laurel  did  adorn 

His  colleague  Catulus,  though  nobly  born  ; 

He  ihar'd  the  pride  cf  the  triumphal  bay, 

JSut  Marius  won  the  glory  cf  the  day, 

TzouL 
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From  a  mean  ftock  the  pious  Decii  came. 
Small  their  eilates,  and  vulgar  was  their  name  ;  ' 
Yet  fuch  their  virtues,  that  their  lofs  alone 
For  Rome  and  all  our  legions  did  atone  ; 
Their  country's  doom  they  by  their  own  retriev'd, 
Themfelves  more  worth  than  all  the  hoft  they  fav'd. 
The  laft  good  king  whom  willing  Rome  obey'd. 
Was  the  poor  offspring  of  a  captive  maid ; 
Yet  he  thofe  robes  of  empire  juftly  bore. 
Which  Romulus,  our  facred  founder,  wore  : 
Nicely  he  'gain'd,  and  well  pofleft  the  throne. 
Not  for  his  father's  merit,  but  his  own. 
And  reign'd,  himfelf  a  family  alone. 

When  Tarquin,  his  prcnd  fucceflbr,  was  quell'd. 
And  with  him  Lull  and  Tyranny  expell'd. 
The  ccnfuls  fens  (who,  for  their  country's  good. 
And  to  inhance  the  honour  of  their  blood. 
Should  have  afferted  what  their  father  won. 
And,  to  confirm  that  liberty,  have  done 
Adions  which  Codes  might  have  wifn'd  his  own 
What  might  to  Mutius  wonderful  appear. 
And  v/hat  bold  Clelia  might  with  envy  hear) 
Open'd  the  gates,  endeavouring  to  reftore 
Their  banifh'd  king,  and  arbitrary  power  : 
Whilft  a  poor  flave,  with  fcarce  a  name,  betray 'd 
The  horrid  ills  thefe  well-born  rogues  had  laid  ; 
Who  therefore  for  their  treafon  juftly  bore 
The  rods  and  ax,  ne'er  us'd  in  Rome  before. 

If  you  have  ftrength  Achilles'  arms  to  bear. 
And  courage  to  fullain  a  ten  rears  warj 

Though 
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Though  foul  Therfites  got  thee,  thou  Ihalt  be 
More  lov'd  by  all,  and  more  efteem'd  by  me. 
Than  if  by  chance  you  from  fome  hero  came. 
In  nothing  like  your  father  but  his  name. 

Boaft  then  your  blood,  and  your  long  lineage  flretch 
As  high  as  Rome,  and  its  great  founders  reach ; 
You  '11  find,  in  thefe  hereditary  tales. 
Your  anceftors  the  fcum  of  broken  jails  ; 
And  Romulus,  your  honour's  ancient  fource. 
But  a  poor  fhepherd's  boy,  or  fomething  worfe. 


HORACE.     BOOK    III.     ODE    VII. 
IMITATED. 

I. 

DEAR  Molly,  why  fo  oft  in  tears  ? 
Why  all  thefe  jealoufies  and  fears. 
For  thy  bold  Son  of  Thunder  ? 
Have  patience  till  we  ^■e  conquer'd  France, 
Thy  clofet  (hall  be  llor'd  with  Nantz ; 
Ye  ladies  like  fuch  plunder. 

n. 
Before  Toulon  thy  yoke-mate  lies. 
Where  all  the  live-long  night  he  fighs 

For  thee  in  loufy  cabin  : 
And  though  the  Captain's  Chloe  cries, 

«*  'Tis  I,  dear  Bully,  pr'ythee  rife" 

He  will  not  let  the  drab  in. 

III.  But 


i 
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III. 
But  {he,  the  cunning'ft  jade  alive. 
Says,  'tis  the  ready  way  to  thrive. 

By  fharing  female  bounties  : 
And,  if  he  '11  be  but  kind  one  night. 
She  vovvs  he  fl-iall  be  dubb'd  a  knight. 

When  (lie  is  made  a  countefs. 
IV. 
Then  tells  of  fmooth  young  pages  whipp'd, 
Calhier'd,  and  of  their  liveries  ftrippM  ; 

Who  late  to  peers  belonging, 
Are  nightly  now  compell'd  to  trudge 
With  links,  becaufe  they  would  not  drudge 

To  fave  their  ladies  longing, 
V. 
But  Val  the  eunuch  cannot  be 
A  colder  cavalier  than  he. 

In  all  fuch  love-adventures : 
Then  pray  do  you,  dear  Molly,  take 
Some  Chriftian  care,  and  do  not  break 

Your  conjugal  indentures. 
VI. 
Eellair !  (who  does  not  Bellair  know  ? 
The  wit,  the  beauty,  and  the  beau) 

Gives  out,  he  loves  you  dearly  ; 
And  many  a  nymph  attack'd  with  iighs. 
And  foft  impertinence  and  noife. 

Full  oft  has  beat  a  parley, 

VII.  But, 
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VII. 
But,  pretty  turtle,  when  the  blade 
Shall  come  with  amorous  ferenade. 

Soon  from  the  window  rate  him  : 
But  if  reproof  will  not  prevail. 
And  he  perchance  attempt  to  fcale, 

Difcharge  the  Jordan  at  him. 


HORACE.    BOOK    IV.     ODE    IX. 


VERSES  immortal  as  my  bays  I  fmg> 
When  fuited  to  my  trembling  firing  : 
When  by  ftrange  art  both  voice  and  lyre  agree 
To  make  one  pleafmg  harmony. 
All  poets  are  by  their  blind  captain  led, 

(For  none  e'er  had  the  facrilegious  pride 
To  tear  the  well-plac'd  laurel  from  his  aged  head.) 

Yet  Pindar's  rolling  dithyrambic  tide 
Hath  ftill  this  praife,  that  none  prefume  to  fly 
Like  him,  but  flag  too  low,  or  foar  too  high. 
Still  does  Stefichorus's  tongue 
Sing  fweeter  than  the  bird  which  on  it  hungo 
Anacreon  ne'er  too  old  can  grov/. 
Love  from  every  verfe  does  flow  ; 
Stiii  Sappho's  firings  do  feem  to  move, 
Infiruding  all  her  fex  to  love. 

II.  Goldcm 
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Golden  rings  of  flowing  hair 
More  than  Helen  did  enfnare ; 
Others  a  prince's  grandeur  did  admire. 
And,  wondering,  melted  to  deiire. 
Not  only  Ikilful  Teucer  knew 
To  diredi  arrows  from  the  bended  yew. 
Troy  more  than  once  did  fall. 
Though  hireling  gods  rebuilt  its  nodding  wall. 
Was  Sthenelus  the  only  valiant  he, 
A  fubjeft  fit  for  lafting  poetry  ? 
Was  Heflor  that  prodigious  man  alone. 
Who,  to  fave  others  lives,  expos'd  his  ov/n  ? 
Was  only  he  fo  brave  to  dare  his  fate. 
And  be  the  pillar  of  a  tottering  ilate  ? 
No  ;  others  bury'd  in  oblivion  lie. 

As  filent  as  their  grave, 
Becaufe  no  charitable  poet  gave 
Their  weli-deferved  immortality. 


} 


IIL 

Virtue  with  floth,  and  cowards  with  the  brave, 
Are  level'd  in  th'  impartial  grave. 
If  they  no  poet  have. 

But  I  v.ill  lay  my  mufic  by. 

And  bid  the  mournful  firings  in  filence  lie; 
Unlefs  my  fongs  begin  and  end  with  you. 
To  whom  my  firings,  to  whom  my  fongs,  are  due. 
No  pride  does  with  your  rifing  honours  grow. 
You  meekly  look  on  fuppliant  crowds  below. 

Should 
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Should  fortune  change  your  happy  ftate. 

You  could  admire,  yet  envy  not,  the  great. 
Your  equal  hand  holds  an  unbias'd  fcale. 
Where  no  rich  vices,  gilded  baits,  prevail : 
You  with  a  generous  honeily  defpife 
What  all  the  meaner  world  fo  dearly  prize  : 

Nor  does  your  virtue  difappear. 

With  the  fmall  circle  of  one  fhort-liv'd  year : 
Others,  like  comets,  vifit  and  away  ; 
Your  luftre,  great  as  theirs,  finds  no  decay. 
Put  with  the  conflant  Sun  makes  an  eternal  day. 


} 
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We  barbarouily  call  thofe  blefl. 

Who  are  of  largeft  tenements  pofieft, 

Whilft  fv.elling  coffers  break  their  owner's  rcfl. 

More  truly  happy  thofe,  who  can 

Govern  that  little  empire,  Man  ; 

Bridle  their  paffions  and  direct  their  v.ill 

Through  all  the  glittering  paths  of  charming  ill ; 

Who  fpend  their  treafure  freely  as  'twas  given 

By  the  large  bounty  of  indulgent  heaven  ; 

Who,  in  a  fixt  unalterable  ftate. 

Smile  at  the  doubtful  tide  of  Fate, 

And  fcorn  alike  her  friervdfnip  and  her  hate  ; 

Who  poifon  lefs  than  faifhood  fear. 

Loth  to  purchafe  life  fo  dear  ; 
But  kindly  for  their  friend  embrace  cold  Death, 
And  feal  their  country's  love  with  their  departing  breath 
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TRANSLATION    OF    THE    FOLLOWING 
VERSE    FROM    LUCAN. 

**  Vidrlx  caufa  DHs  placuit,  fed  vidla  Catoni." 

The  Gods  and  Cato  did  in  this  divide. 

They  choofe  the  conquering,  he  the  conquer'd  fide. 


TO     MR.     EDMUND     SMITH. 

MUN,  rarely  credit  Common  Fame, 
Unheeded  let  her  praife  or  blame ; 
As  whimfies  guide  the  gofllp  tattles 
Of  wits,  of  beauties,  and  of  battles ; 
To-day  the  warrior's  brow  fhe  crowns, 
'  For  naval  fpoils,  and  taken  towns  ; 
To-morrow  all  her  fpite  fne  rallies. 
And  votes  the  vidor  to  the  o-allies. 

Nor  in  her  vifits  can  fhe  fpare 
The  reputation  of  the  fair. 
For  inftance  : — Chloe's  bloom  did  boaft 
A  while  to  be  the  reiq-ninor  toaft  : 
Lean  hectic  fparks  abandon'd  bohea. 
And  in  beer-glaiTes  pledg'd  to  Chloe  : 
What  fops  of  figure  did  fne  bring 
To  the  Front-boxes  and  the  Ring  ? 
While  nymphs  of  quality  look  fullen,. 
As  breeding  wives,  or  moulting  pullen* 
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Eleft  charmer  fhe,  till  pr}'ing  Fame 
Incog,  to  Mifs's  toilet  came ; 
V/here  in  the  gally-pots  Ihe  fpy'd 
Lilies  and  rofes,  that  defy'd 
The  Iroft  of  age,  with  certain  pickles 
They  call — Cofmetics  for  the  freckles  : 
Away  flie  flew  with  what  fhe  wanted. 
And  told  at  Court  that  Chloe  painted. 

**  Then  who  'd  on  common  Fame  rely, 
**  Whofe  chief  employment  's  to  decry  ? 
*'  A  cogging,  fickle,  jilting  female, 
**  As  ever  ply'd  at  fix  in  the  Mall ; 
**  The  father  of  all  fibs  begat  her 
*'  On  fome  old  newfman's  fufty  daughter.'* 

O  Captain !  Taifez-vous — 'twere  hard 
Her  novels  ne'er  fhould  have  regard  ; 
Cue  proof  I  '11  in  her  fa^-our  give. 
Which  none  but  you  will  di {believe. 

When  Phcebus  fent  her  to  recite 
The  praifes  of  the  moil  polite, 
Whofe  fcenes  have  been,  in  every  age^ 
The  glories  of  the  Britifli  ftage  ; 
Then  flie,  to  rigid  truth  confin'd. 
Your  name  with  lofty  Shakefpeare  join'd  ; 
And,  fpeaking  as  the  God  directed, 
The  praife  flie  gave  was  unfufpe(fted. 


THE 
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THE        SPELL*. 

WHENE'ER  I  wive,  young  Strephon  cry'd, 
Ye  powers  that  o'er  the  noofe  prefide ! 
Wit,  beauty,  wealth,  and  humour,  give. 
Or  let  me  ft  ill  a  rover  live  : 
But  if  all  thefe  no  nymph  can  iliare. 
And  I  'm  predeftin'd  to  the  fnare. 
Let  mine,  ye  powers  I  be  doubly  fair. 

Thus  pray'd  the  fwain  in  heat  of  blood, 
Whilft  Cupid  at  his  elbow  ftood; 
And  twitching  him,  faid.  Youth,  be  wife, 
AfK  not  impoffibilities : 
A  faultlefs  make,  a  manag'd  wit. 
Humour  and  fortune  never  met ; 
But  if  a  beauty  you  'd  obtain. 
Court  fome  bright  Phyllis  of  the  brain: 
The  dear  idea  long  enjoy. 
Clean  is  the  blifs,  and  will  not  cloy. 
But  truft  me,  youth,  for  I  'm  fmcere. 
And  know  the  ladies  to  a  hair : 
Howe'er  fmall  poets  whine  upon  it. 
In  madrigal,  and  fong,  and  fonnet. 
Their  beauty  's  but  a  Spell,  to  bring 
A  lover  to  th'  inchanted  ring; 
Ere  the  fack  pollet  is  digefted. 
Or  half  of  Hymen's  taper  wafted, 

*  This  poem,  with  a  few  alterations,  is  to  be  found  In  Fenton, 

(fee  Vol.  XXXV.)  under  the  title  of"  The  Platonic  Spell."  N. 

Vol.  XVII.  Q^  The 
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The  winning  air,  the  wanton  trip. 
The  radiant  eye,  the  velvet  lip. 
From  which  you  fragrant  kifTes  ftole. 
And  Teem  to  fuck  her  fpringing  foul — 
Thefe,  and  the  reft,  you  doated  on. 

Are  naufeous  or  infipid  grown  ; 
I'he  Spell  diifolves,  the  cloud  is  gone. 

And  Sachririffa  turns  to  Joan. 

ELEGY 

UPON    THE    DEATH    OF    TIBULLUS 

FROM        OVID. 

F  Memnon's  fate,  bewail'd  with  conftant  dew. 
Does,  with  the  day,  his  mother's  grief  renew ; 
If  her  fon's  death  raov'd  tender  Thetis'  mind 
To  fwell  with  tears  the  waves,  with  fighs  the  wind  ; 
If  mighty  Gods  can  mortals*  forrow  know. 
And  be  the  humble  partners  of  our  woe ; 
Kow  loofe  your  trelTes,  penfive  Elegy, 
(Too  well  your  office  and  your  name  agree) 
Tibullus,  once  the  joy  and  pride  of  Fame, 
Lies  now  rich  fuel  on  the  trembling  flame. 
Sad  Cupid  nov/  defpairs  of  conquering  hearts. 
Throws  by  his  empty  quiver,  breaks  hi$  darts ; 
Eafes  his  ufelefs  bows  from  idle  firings, 
N>r  rii.:s,  bat  humbh''  creeps  with  flagging  wings. 
He  wants,  of  which  he  robb'd  fond  lovers,  reft. 
And  wpunds  with  furious  hands  his  penflve  breaft. 

Thofe- 
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Thofe  graceful  curls  which  wantonly  did  flow. 
The  whiter  rivals  of  the  falling  fnow. 
Forget  their  beauty,  and  in  difcord  lie. 
Drunk  with  the  fountain  from  his  melting  eye. 
Not  more  ^Eneas'  lofs  the  boy  did  move  ; 
Like  paffions  for  them  both,  prove  equal  love. 
Tibullus'  death  grieves  the  fair  goddefs  more,  "j 

More  fvvells  her  eyes,  than  when  the  faAage  boar        I 
Her  beautiful,  her  lov'd  Adonis  tore.  J 

Poets  large  fouls  heaven's  noblell  ftamps  do  bear, 
(Poets,  the  watchful  angels  darling  care  :) 
Yet  death  (blind  archer)  that  no  difference  knows, 
Without  refpeft  his  roving  arrows  throws. 
Ncr  Phoebus,  nor  the  Mufes'  queen,  could  give 
Their  fon,  their  own  prerogative,  to  live. 
Orpheus,  the  heir  of  both  his  parents'  fkiil, 
Tam'd  wondering  bealts,  and  Death's  more  cruel  will, 
Linus'  fad  firings  on  the  dumb  lute  do  lie. 
In  filence  forc*d  to  let  their  mailer  die. 
Homer  (the  fpring  to  '.vhom  we  poets  owe 
Our  little  all  does  in  fweet  numbers  flow) 
F.emains  immortal  only  in  his  fame. 
His  works  alone  furvive  the  envious  flame. 

In  vain  to  Gods  (if  Gods  there  are)  we  pray. 
And  needlefs  victims  prodigally  pay, 
Worihip  their  lleeping  Deities :  yet  Death 
Scorns  votaries,  and  llops  the  praying  breath. 
To  hallovv'd  Ihrines  Intruding  Fate  will  come, 
And  drag  you  from  the  ahar  to  the  tomb.. 

0^2  Go> 


} 
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Go,  frantic  poet,  with  delufions  fed,  "> 

Think  laurels  guard  your  confecrated  head,  I 

Now  the  fweet  mailer  of  your  art  is  dead.  J 

What  can  we  hope  ?  fince  that  a  narrow  fpan 
Can  meafure  the  remains  of  thee,  great  man  ! 
The  bold  rafh  flame  that  durft  approach  fo  nigh. 
And  fee  TibuUus,  and  not  trembling  die, 
Durft  feize  on  temples,  and  their  gods  defy. 
Fair  Venus  (fair  ev'n  in  fuch  forrows)  ftands, 
Clofmg  her  heavy  eyes  with  trembling  hands : 
Anon,  in  vain,  ofRcioufly  (he  tries 
To  quench  the  flame  with  rivers  from  her  eyes. 
His  mother  weeping  does  his  eye-lids  clofe. 
And  on  his  urn  tears,  her  laft  gift,  beftows. 
His  fifter  too,  with  hair  diihevel'd,  bears 
Part  of  her  mother's  nature,  and  her  tears. 

With  thofe,  two  fair,  two  mournful  rivals  come. 
And  add  a  greater  triumph  to  his  tomb  : 
Eoth  hug  his  urn,  both  his  lov'd  afhes  kifs. 
And  both  contend  which  reap'd  the  greater  blifs. 
Thus  Delia  fpoke  (when  fighs  no  more  could  laft) 
Renewing  by  remembrance  pleafures  paft ; 
*«  When  youth  with  vigour  did  for  joy  combine, 
**  I  was  Tibullus'  life,  Tibullus  mine  ; 
•*  I  entertain'd  his  hot,  his  firft  defire, 
'•*  And  kept  alive,  till  age,  his  adive  fire.'* 
To  her  then  Nemefls  (when  groans  gave  leave), 
*'  As  I  alone  was  lov'd,  alone  I  '11  grieve: 
**  Spare  your  vain  tears,  Tibullus'  heart  was  mine, 
**  About  my  neck  his  dying  arms  did  twine; 

"  I  fnatch'd 
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"  I  fnatch'd  his  foul,  which  true  to  me  did  prove  : 
**  Age  ended  yours,  death  only  ftopp'd  my  love." 

If  any  poor  remains  furvive  the  flames. 
Except  thin  fnadows,  and  more  empty  names ; 
Free  in  Elyfium  fhall  Tibullus  rove. 
Nor  fear  a  fecond  death  (hould  crofs  his  love. 
There  fhall  Catullus,  crown'd  with  bays,  impart 
To  his  far  dearer  friend  his  open  heart : 
There  Gallus  (if  Fame's  hundred  tongues  all  lye) 
Shall,  free  from  cenfure,  no  more  ra(hly  die. 
Such  Ihall  our  poet's  bleil  companions  be. 
And  in  their  deaths,  as  in  their  lives,  agree. 
But  thou,  rich  urn,  obey  my  ftrict  commands. 
Guard  thy  great  charge  from  facrilegious  hands,. 
Thou,  Earth,  Tibullus'  alhes  gently  ufe. 
And  be  as  foft  and  eafy  as  his  Mufe. 

TO     THE    EVENING    STAR. 

ENGLISHED     FROM    A    GREEK    IDYLLIUM, 

TXRIGHT  Star!  by  Venus  fix'd  above 
-*-^  To  rule  the  happy  realms  of  love ;. 
Who  in  the  dewy  rear  of  day. 
Advancing  thy  diftinguiili'd  ray,- 
Doft  other  lights  as  far  out-fhine  . 
As  Cynthia's  filver  glories  thine ; 
Known  by  fuperior  beauty  there. 
As  much  as  Paftorella  here. 

0^3  Exert, 
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Exert,  bright  ftar,  thy  friendly  light. 
And  guide  me  through  the  dulky  night ; 
Defrauded  of  her  beams,  the  Moon 
Shines  dim,  and  will  be  vanifli'd  foon. 
I  would  not  rob  the  lliepherd's  fold ; 
I  feek  no  mifer's  hoarded  gold  ; 
To  find  a  nymph,  I  'm  forc'd  to  ftray. 
Who  lately  Hole  my  heart  away. 
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MR.  PHILIPS's  DESIGNED    DEDICATIOJ«7 
T    O 

THE    SPLENDID    SHILLING. 


TO  W.   RRCME,    ESQ^    GF   EWITHINGTON,    IN   THK 
<:OUNTY  OF   HEREFORD, 
S   I   R, 

T  T  would  be  too  tedious  an  undertaking  at  this  time 
■*-  to  examine  the  rife  and  progrefs  of  Dedications. 
The  ufe  of  them  is  certainly  ancient,  as  appears  both 
from  Greek  and  Latin  authors ;  and  we  have  reafon  to 
believe  that  it  was  continued  without  any  interruption 
till  the  beginning  of  this  century,  at  which  time, 
mottos,  anagrams,  and  frontifpieces  being  introduced. 
Dedications  were  mightily  difcouraged,  -and  at  laft  ab- 
dicated. But  to  difcover  precifely  when  they  were 
reftored,  and  by  whom  they  were  firft  uftiered  in,  is  a 
work  that  far  tranfcends  my  knowledge ;  a  work  that 
can  juftly  be  expeded  from  no  other  pen  but  that  of 
your  operofe  Dodor  Bentley.  Let  us  therefore  at  pre- 
fent  acquiefce  in  the  dubioufnefs  of  their  antiquity, 
and  think  the  authority  of  the  pad  and  prefent  times  a 
fufficient  plea  for  your  patronizing,  and  my  dedicat- 
ing this  poem.  Efpecially  fmce  in  this  age  Dedica- 
tions -are  not  only  faihionable,   but  almoft  neceffary ; 

and 
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and  indeed  they  are  now  fo  much  in  vogue,  that  a 
book  without  one,  is  as  feldom  feen  as  a  bawdy-houfe 
without  a  Pra<flice  of  Piety,  or  a  poet  with  money* 
Upon  this  account.  Sir,  thofe  who  have  no  friends, 
dedicate  to  all  good  chriftians;  fome  to  their  book- 
fellers  ;  fome,  for  want  of  a  fublunary  patron,  to  the 
manes  of  a  departed  one.  There  are,,  that  have  de- 
dicated to  their  whores :  God  help  thofe  hen-pecked, 
writers  that  have  been  forced  to  dedicate  to  their  own 
wives !  but  while  I  talk  fo  much  of  other  mens  pa- 
trons, I  have  forgot  my  own ;  and  feem  rather  to 
make  an  effay  on  Dedications,  than  to  write  one» 
However,  Sir,  I  prefume  you  will  pardon  me  for 
that  fault ;  and  perhaps  like  me  the  better  for  faying 
nothing  to  the  purpofe.  You,  Sir,  are  a  perfon 
more  tender  of  other  mens  reputation  than  your  own ;. 
and  would  hear  every  body  commended  but  yourfelf.. 
Should  I  but  mention  your  Ikill  in  turning,  and  the- 
compaiTion  you  fhewed  to  my  fingers  ends  when  you; 
gave  me  a  tobacco-ftopper,.  you  would  blufh  and  be 
confounded  with  your  juft  praifes.  How  much  more 
Would  you,^  Ihould  I  tell  you  what  a  progrefs  you 
have  made  in  that  abftrufe  and  ufeful  language,  the 
Saxon  ?  Since,,  therefore,  the  recital  of  your  excel- 
lencies would  prove  fo  troublefome,  I  fhall  offend 
your  modefty  no  longer.  Give  me  leave  to  fpeak  a 
word  or  two  concerning  the  poem,  and  I  have  done 
This  poem.  Sir,  if  we  confider  the  moral,  the  new. 
nefs  of  the  fubjedl,    the  variety  of  images,    and  the 

exadnefs 
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cxaflnefs   of  the  fimilitudes  that    compofe    it,    muft 
be  allowed  a  piece  that  was  never  equalled  by  the 
moderns   or  ancients.     The  fubjert   of   the  poem  is 
myfelf,    a  fubjeft   never   yet   handled   by  any   poets. 
How  fit  to  be  handled  by  all,    we  may  learn  by  thofe 
few  divine  commendatory  verfes  written  by  the  ad- 
mirable Monfieur  le  Bog.     Yet  fmce  I  am  the  fub- 
jeft,    and  the  poet  too,   I  fhall  fay  no  more  of  it, 
left  I  Ihould  feem  vain-glorious.     As  for  the  moral, 
I  have  taken   particular  care   that   it  Ihould  lie   in- 
cognito, not  like  the  ancients,   who  let  you  know  at 
firft  fight  they  defign  fomething  by  their  verfes.     But 
here  you  may  look  a  good  while,   and  perhaps,  after 
all,    find  that  the  poet  has  no  aim  or  defign,   which 
muft   needs   be   a   diverting   furprize   to   the   reader. 
What  {hall  I  fay  of  the  fimiles,  that  are  fo  full  of 
geography,    that  you   muft   get  a  Welfhman   to   un- 
derftand  them  ?    that  fo  raife  our  ideas  of  the  things 
they  are  applied  to  ?  that  are  fo  extraordinarily  quaint 
and  well  chofen  that  there's  nothing  like  them  ?   Sb 
that  I  think  I  may,  without  vanity,   fay,   Anjia  Fieri- 
dum  peragro  loca^    ^c.     Yet,    however   excellent   this 
poem  is,   in  the  reading  of  it  you  will  find  a  vaft  dif- 
ference between  fome  parts  and  others ;   which   pro- 
ceeds not  from  your  humble  fervant's  negligence,   but 
diet.      This   poem   was    begun    when   he   had   little 
vi(fluals,    and  no  money,    and  was  finiihed  when  he 
had  the  misfortune  at  a  virtuous  lady's  houfe  to  meet 
with  both.    But  I  hope,   in  time.   Sir,  when  hunger 

and 
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and  poverty  Ihall  onee  more  be  my  companions,  to 
make  amends  for  the  defaults  of  this  poem,  by  an 
eflay  on  Minced  Pies,  which  fhall  be  devoted  to  yea 
vith  all  fubmifiion,  by, 

S  I  R, 

Your  moft  obliged. 

And  humble  fervant, 

J.    PHILIPS. 


THE 
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THE 

SPLENDID     SHILLING, 
tc Sing,  heavenly  Mufe  I 


"  Things  miattempted  yet,  in  profe  or  rhyme," 
A  fhilling,  breeches,  and  chimeras  dire. 

HAPPY  the  man,  who,  void  of  cares  and  llrife^ 
In  filken  or  in  leathern  purfe  retains 
A  Splendid  Shilling :  he  nor  hears  with  pain 
New  oyfters  cry'd,  nor  fighs  for  chearful  ale ; 
But  with  his  friends,  when  nightly  mifts  arife. 
To  Juniper's  Magpye,  or  Town-hall  *  repairs  ; 
Where,  mindful  of  the  nymph,  whofe  wanton  eye 
Transfix'd  his  foul,  and  kindled  amorous  flames, 
Cloe,  or  Phillis,  he  each  circling  glafs 
Wiflieth  her  health,  and  joy,  and  equal  love. 
Meanwhile,  he  fmckes,  and  laughs  at  merry  taJe^ 
Or  pun  ambiguous,  or  conundrum  quaint. 
But  I,  whom  griping  penury  furrounds. 
And  hunger,  fure  attendant  upon  want. 
With  fcanty  offals,  and  fmall  acid  tiff 
(Wretched  repaft  !)  my  meagre  corpfe  fuRain  : 
Then  fjlitary  walk,  or  doze  at  liome 
In  garret  vile,  and  v.ith  a  warming  pu5 

*  Tv.'O  noted  alehoufes  in  Oxford;   17CO. 

Re-ale 


240  J.    PHI  LI  PS' S    POEMS. 

Regale  chill'd  fingers ;  or  from  tube  as  black 
As  winter-chimney,  or  well-polifli'd  jet. 
Exhale  mundungus,  ill-perfuming  fcent : 
Not  blacker  tube,  nor  of  a  (horter  fize. 
Smokes  Cambro-Briton  (vers'd  in  pedigree. 
Sprung  from  Cadwallador  and  Arthur,  kings 
Full  famous  in  romantic  tale)  when  he 
O'er  many  a  craggy  hill  and  barren  cliff. 
Upon  a  cargo  of  fam'd  Ceftrian  cheefe. 
High  over-fhadowing  rides,  with  a  defign 
To  vend  his  wares,  or  at  th'  Arvonian  mart. 
Or  Maridunum,  or  the  ancient  town 
Yclip'd  Brechinia,  or  where  Vaga's  ftream 
Encircles  Ariconium,  fruitful  foil  I 
Whence  flow  neftareous  wines,  that  well  may  vie 
With  Maffic,  Setin,  or  renown'd  Falern. 

Thus  while  my  joylefs  minutes  tedious  flow. 
With  looks  demure,  and  filent  pace,  a  Di*n, 
Horrible  monfler !  hated  by  gods  and  men. 
To  my  aerial  citadel  afcends. 
With  vocal  heel  thrice  thundering  at  my  gate, 
Vv'^ith  hideous  accent  thrice  he  calls ;   I  know 
The  voice  ill-boding,  and  the  folemn  found. 
What  Ihould  I  do  ?  or  whither  turn  ?  Amaz'd, 
Confounded,  to  the  dark  recefs  I  fly 
Of  wood-hole;  ftrait  my  briftling  hairs  erecH: 
Through  fudden  fear ;  a  chilly  fweat  bedews 
My  fliuddering  limbs,  and  (wonderful  to  tell!) 
My  tongue  forgets  her  faculty  of  fpeech ; 
So  horrible  he  feems !  His  faded  brow 

Entrench'd 


THE   SPLENDID    SHILLING.       2fi 

Kntrench'd  with  many  a  frown,  and  conic  beard. 

And  fp reading  band,  admir'd  by  modern  faints, 

Difaftrous  afts  forebode  ;  in  his  right  hand 

Long  fcrolls  of  paper  folemnly  he  waves. 

With  characters  and  figures  dire  infcrib'd. 

Grievous  to  mortal  eyes ;  (ye  gods,  avert 

Such  plagues  from  righteous  men  !)  Behind  him  ilalks 

Another  monfter,  not  unlike  himfelf. 

Sullen  of  afpe<ft,  by  the  vulgar  call'd 

A  Catchpole,  whofe  polluted  hands  the  gods 

With  force  incredible,  and  magic  charms, 

Firft  have  endu^-d  ;  if  he  his  ample  palm 

Should  haply  on  ill-fated  fhoulder  lay 

Of  debtor,  llrait  his  body,  to  the  touch 

Oblequious  (as  whilom  knights  were  v/ont) 

To  fome  inchanted  caftle  is  convey'd, 

V/here  gates  impregnable,  and  coercive  chains. 

In  durance  llri(5l  detain  him,  till,  in  form 

Of  money,  Pallas  fets  the  captive  free. 

Beware,  ye  debtors !  when  ye  walk,  beware, 
Ee  circumfped  ;  oft  with  infidious  ken 
The  caitiff  eyes  your  fteps  aloof,  and  oft 
Lies  perdue  in  a  nook  or  gloomy  cave. 
Prompt  to  inchant  fome  inadvertent  wretch 
With  his  unhallow'd  touch,     bo  (poets  fmg) 
Grimalkin,  to  domeflic  vermin  fworn 
An  everlafting  foe,  wi^'i  watchful  eye 
Lies  nightly  brooding  o  er  a  chinky  gap. 
Protending  her  fell  claws,  to  thoughtlef^j  mice 
Sure  ruin.     So  her  difembowel'd  web 

Vol.  XVII.  R  Arachne, 
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Arachne,  in  a  hall  or  kitchen,  fpreads 
Obvious  to  vagrant  flies  :  (he  fee  ret  ftands 
Within  her  woven  cell ;  the  humming  prey, 
Regardlefs  of  their  fate,  rulh  on  the  toils 
]r  extricable,  nor  will  a'jght  avail 
'1  heir  arts,  or  arms,  or  ihapes  of  lovely  hue; 
Tfhe  wafp  infidious,  and  the  buzzing  drone. 
And  butterfly  proud  of  expanded  wings 
Diftin(ft  with  gold,  intangled  in  her  fnares, 
Ufelefs  refinance  make :  with  eager  ftrides. 
She  towering  flies  to  her  expefted  fpoils ; 
Then,  with  cnvenom'd  jaws,  the  vital  blood 
Drinks  of  reluftant  foes,  and  to  her  cave 
Their  bulky  carcafes  triumphant  drags. 

So  pafs  my  days.     But,  when  nodurnal  (hades 
This  world  invelop,  and  th'  inclement  air 
Peifuad-es  men  to  repel  benumming  frolh 
With  pleafant  wines,  and  crackling  blaze  of  wood ; 
Me,  lonely  fitting,  nor  the  glimmering  light 
Of  m.ake-weight  candle,  nor  the  joyous  talk 
Of  loving  friend,  delights;  diftrefs'd,  forlorn, 
Amidil  the  horrors  of  the  tedious  night. 
Darkling  I  figh,  and  feed  with  difmal  thoughts 
My  anxious  mind;  or  fometimes  mournful  verfe 
Indite,  and  fmg  of  groves  and  myrtle  (hades. 
Or  dcfperate  lady  near  a  purling  ftream. 
Or  lo\  er  pendent  on  a  willow-tree. 
Meanwhile  I  labour  Vv  ith  eternal  drought, 
A"  d  reiilcfs  wilh,  and  rave  ;  my  parched  throat 
Finds  no  relief,  nor  heavy  eyes  repofe  ; 

But 
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But  if  a  flumber  haply  does  invade 
My  weary  limbs,  my  fancy  's  ftill  awake. 
Thoughtful  of  drink,  and  eager,  in- a  dream. 
Tipples  imaginary  pots  of  ale. 
In  vain  ;  awake  I  find  the  fettled  thirft 
Still  gnawing,  and  the  pleafant  phantom  curfe. 
Thus  do  I  live,  from  pleafure  quite  debarr'd. 
Nor  tafte  the  fruits  that  the  fun's  genial  rays 
Mature,  john-apple,  nor  the  downy  peach, 
J^Mor  walnut  in  rough-furrow'd  coat  fecure. 
Nor  medlar  fruit  delicious  in  decay  ; 
Afflidions  great !  yet  greater  ftill  remain  : 
My  Galligafkins,  that  have  long  withftood 
The  vvinter's  fury,  and  encroaching  frofts. 
By  time  fubdued  (what  will  not  time  fubdue !) 
An  horrid  chafm  difclcs'd  with  orifice 
Wide,  difcontinuous ;  at  which  the  winds 
Eurus  and  Aufter,  and  the  dreadful  force 
Of  Boreas,  that  congeals  the  Cronian  waves. 
Tumultuous  enter  with  dire  chilling  blafts. 
Portending  agues.     Thus  a  well-fraught  fhip. 
Long  fail'd  fecure,  or  through  th'  iEgean  deep. 
Or  the  Ionian,  till  eruifing  near 
The  Lilybean  fhore,  with  hideous  crulh 
( 'n  Scylla,  or  Charybdis  (dangerous  rocks !) 
^he  ftrikes  rebounding  ;  whence  the  fhatter'd  oak, 
So  fierce  a  fhock  unable  to  withlland. 
Admits  the  fea;  in  at  the  gaping  fide 
The  crowding  waves  gufh  with  impetuous  rage, 

R  2  Refiftlcfs, 
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Refiftlefs,  ovenvhelming  ;  horrors  feize 

The  mariners ;  death  in  their  eyes  appears. 

They  flare,  they  lave,  they  pump,  they  fwcar,  they 

pray : 
(Vain  efforts!)  ftill  the  battering  waves  rufh  in. 
Implacable,  till,  delug'd  by  the  foam. 
The  Ihip  fmks  foundering  in  the  vail:  abyfs. 
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TT'ROM  low  and  abjed  themes  the  groveling  Mufe 
-*-     Now  mounts  aerial,  to  fmg  of  arms 
Triumphant,  and  emblaze  the  martial  ads 
Of  Britain's  hero  i  may  the  verfe  not  fmk 
Beneath  his  merits,  but  detain  awhile 
Thy  ear,  O  Harley  *  !   (though  tliy  country's  weal 
Depends  on  thee,  though  mighty  Anne  requires 
Thy  hourly  counfels)  fmce,  .with  every  art 
Thyfelf  adorn'd,  the  mean  effays  of  youth 
Thou  wilt  not  damp,  but  guide,  wherever  found. 
The  willing  genius  to  the  Mufes'  feat : 
Therefore  thee  firft,  and  laft,  the  Mufe  fhajl  fmg. 

Long  had  the  Gallic  monarch,  uncontrol'd, 
Knlarg'd  his  borders,  and  of  human  force 
Opponent  flightly  thought,  in  heart  elate. 
As  erft  Selbitris  (proud  Egyptian  king, 
Tha.t  monarchs  harnefs'd  to  his  chariot  yokt 
(Safe  fervitude!)  and  his  dethroned  compeers 
Laiht  furious ;  they  in  fuilen  majeily 
Drew  the  uneafy  load)  ;  nor  lefs  he  aim'd 
At  univerfal  fway  :  for  William's  arm 
CouM  nought  avail,  however  fam'd  in  war  ; 

*  This  poem  was  infcribed  to  the  Right  Honourable  Robert 
Harley,  Efoj  1705,  then  Spejker  of  the  Honourable  Houfe  of 
Commons,  and  Secretary  of  State. 

R  ^  Nor 
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Nor  armies  leagu'd,  that  diverfly  eflay'd 

To  curb  his  power  enormous ;  like  an  oak. 

That  ftands  fecure,  though  all  the  winds  employ 

Their  ceafelefs  roar,  and  only  fheds  its  leaves. 

Or  maft,  which  the  revolving  fpring  reftores  : 

So  Hood  he,  and  alone  ;  alone  defy'd 

The  European  thrones  combin'd,  and  ftill 

Had  fet  at  nought  their  machinations  vain. 

But  that  great  Anne,  weighing  th'  events  of  war 

Momentous,  in  her  prudent  heart,  thee  chofe. 

Thee,  Churchill !  to  direct  in  nice  extremes 

Her  banner'd  legions.     Now  t'^eir  priftine  worth 

The  Britons  recoiled,  and  gladly  change 

Sweet  native  home  for  unaccuftom'd  air. 

And  other  climes,  where  different  food  and  foil 

Portend  diftempers ;  over  dank,  and  dry. 

They  journey  toilfome,  unfatigued  with  length 

Of  march,  unfiruck  with  horror  at  the  fight 

Of  Alpine  ri  ;ges  bleak,  high-ftretching  hills. 

All  white  with  fummer's  fnows.     They  go  beyond 

The  trace  of  Englilh  fteps,  where  fcarce  the  found 

Of  Henry's  arms  arriv'd;  fuch  ftrength  of  heart 

Thy  conduft  and  example  gives  ;  nor  fmall 

Encouragement:  Godclphin,  wife  and  juft. 

Equal  in  merit,  honour,  and  fuccefs. 

To  Burleigh  (fortunate  alike  to  ferve 

The  bert  of  Queens)  :  he,  of  the  royal  ftore 

Splendidly  frugal,  fits  whole  nights  devoid 

Of  fweet  repofe,  induftrious  to  procure 

The  foldier's  eafe  i  to  regions  far  remote 

His 
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His  care  extends ;  and  to  the  Britiih  hoft 

Makes  ravifh'd  countries  plenteous  as  their  own. 

And  now,  O  Churchill !  at  thy  wifht  approach 

The  Germans,  hopelefs  of  fuccefs,  forlorn. 

With  many  an  inroad  gor'd,  their  drooping  cheer 

New-animated  rouze  ;  not  more  rejoice 

The  miferable  race  of  men,  that  live 

Benighted  half  the  year,  benumm'd  with  frofts 

Perpetual,  and  rough  Boreas'  keeneft  breath. 

Under  the  polar  Bear,  inclement  iky  ! 

When  lirft  the  fun  with  new-born  light  removes 

The  long-incumbent  gloom  ;  gladly  to  thee 

Heroic  laurel'd  Eugene  yields  the  prime. 

Nor  thinks  it  diminution,  to  be  rankt 

In  military  honour  next,  although 

His  deadly  hand  Ihook  the  Turchcftan  throne 

Accurs'd,  and  prov'd  In  far-divided  lands 

Victorious ;  on  thy  powerful  fvvord  alone 

Germania  and  the  Belgic  coaft  relies. 

Won  from  th'  encroaching  fea  ;  that  fword  great  Anne 

Fix'd  not  in  vain  on  thy  puiflant  fide. 

When  thee  ih'  enroll'd  her  garter'd  knights  among, 

llluftrating  the  noble  lill ;  her  hand 

AfTures  good  omens,  and  Saint  George's  worth 

Enkindles  like  defire  of  high  exploits. 

Immediate  fieges,  and  the  tire  of  war. 

Roll  in  thy  eager  nnind  ;  thy  plumy  creft 

Nods  horrible  j  with  more  terrific  port 

Thou  v/alk'ft,  and  feem'il  already  in  the  fight. 

What  fpoils,  what  conquefts,  then  did  Albion  hope 
R  4  From 


248  T.    PHILIPS'S    POEMS. 

From  thy  atchievemenis !  yet  thou  haft  furpafl 

Her  boldeft  vows,  exceeded  what  thy  foes 

Could  fear  or  fancy  ;  they,  in  multitude 

Superior,  fed  their  thoughts  with  profpe(5l  vain 

Of  vidlory  and  rapine,  reckoning  what 

From  ranfom'd  captives  would  accrue.     Thus  one 

Jovial  his  mate  befpoke  :  O  friend,  obferve 

How  gay  with  all  th'  accoutrements  of  war 

The  Britons  come,  with  gold  well  fraught,  they  come 

Thus  far  our  prey,  and  tempt  us  to  fubdue 

Their  recreant  force  ;  how  will  their  bodies  ftript 

Enrich  the  vigors,  while  the  vultures  fate 

Their  maws  with  full  repaft  ! — Another,  warm'd 

With  high  ambition,  and  conceit  of  prowefs 

Inherent,  arrogantly  thus  prefum'd  : 

What  if  this  fword,  full  often  drench'd  in  blood 

Of  bafe  antagonifts,  with  griding  edge 

Should  now  cleave  fheer  the  execrable  head 

Of  Churchill,  met  in  arms !  or  if  this  hand, 

booii  as  his  array  difarray'd  "gins  fwerve, 

Should  flay  him  fiying,  with  retentive  gripe, 

Counfcunded  and  appal'd  !  no  trivial  price 

Should  fet  him  free,  nor  fmall  (hould  be  my  praife- 

To  lead  him  Ihackled,  and  exposed  to  fcorn 

Of  gathering  crowds,  the  Britons'  boafled  chief. 

Thus  they,  in  fportive  mood,  their  empty  taunts 
And  menaces  expreft  ;  nor  could  their  prince 
In  arms,  vain  Tallard,  from  opprobrious  fpeech 
Refrain  :  Why  halt  ye  thus,  ye  Britons  ?  Why 
Decline  the  war  ?  Sh.dl  a  morais  forbid 

Your 
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Your  eafy  march  ?  Advance ;  we  '11  bridge  a  way 
Safe  of  accefs.     Imprudent,  thus  t'  invite 
A  furious  lion  to  his  folds !  That  boaft 
He  ill  abides ;  capti^^'d,  in  other  plight 
He  foon  revifits  Britany,  that  once 
Refplendent  came,  with  ftrctcht  retinue  girt. 
And  pompous  pageantry  ;  O  haplefs  fate. 
If  any  arm,  but  Churchill's,  had  prevail'd  ! 

No  need  fuch  boafts,  or  exprobrations  falfe 
Of  cowardice ;  the  military  mound 
The  Britifh  files  tranfcend,  in  evil  hour 
For  their  proud  foes,  that  fondly  bra\  'd  their  fate. 
And  now  on  either  fide  the  trumpets  blew. 
Signal  of  onfet,  refolution  firm 
Infpiring,  and  pernicious  love  of  war. 
The  adverfe  fronts  in  rueful  conflict  meet, 
CoUefting  all  their  might }  for  on  th'  event 
Decifive  of  ^this  bloody  day  depends 
The  fate  of  kingdoms  :  with  lels  vehemence 
The  great  competitors  for  Rome  engag'd, 
Csefar,  and  Pompey,  on  Pharfalian  plains. 
Where  ftern  Bellona,  with  one  final  ftroke, 
Adjudg'd  the  empire  of  this  globe  to  one. 
Here  the  Bavarian  duke  his  brigades  leadb> 
Gallant  in  arm.s,  and  gaudy  to  behold. 
Bold  champion  !  brandifning  his  Noric  blade^ 
Bell-temper'd  fteel,  fuccefilefs  prov'd  in  field  ! 
Next  Tallard,  v  ith  his  Celtic  infantry 
Prefumptuous  comes ;  here  Churchill,  not  fo  prompt: 
To  vaunt  as  fieht,  his  hardy  cohorts  joins 

With 
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With  Eugene's  German  force#/  Now  from  each 
The  brazen  inftruments  of  death  difcharge 
Horrific  flames,  and  turbid  ftreaming  clouds 
Of  fmoke  fulphureous;  intermixt  with  thefe 
Large  globous  irons  fly,  of  dreadful  hifs. 
Singeing  the  air,  and  from  long  dillance  bring 
Surprizing  flaughter  ;  on  each  fide  they  fly 
By  chains  connext,  and  with  dcftrudive  fweep 
Behead  whole  troops  at  once ;  the  hairy  fcalps 
Are  whirl'd  aloof,  while  numerous  trunks  beftrew 
Th'  cnfanguin'd  field  :  with  latent  mifchief  ftor'd 
Showers  of  granadoes  rain,  by  fudden  burft 
Difploding  murderous  bowels,  fragments  of  fteel. 
And  ftones,  and  glafs,  and  nitrous  grain  aduft ; 
A  thoufand  ways  at  once  the  fhiver'd  orbs 
Fly  diverfe,  working  torment,  and  foul  rout 
With  deadly  bruife,  and  gafhes  furrow'd  deep. 
Of  pain  impatient,  the  high-prancing  deeds 
Difdain  the  curb,  and,  flinging  to  and  fro. 
Spurn  their  difmounted  riders  ;  they  expire 
Indignant,  by  unhoftile  wounds  deftroy'd. 

Thus  through  each  army  death  in  various  fhapes 
Prevail' d;  here  mangled  limbs,  here  brains  and  gore 
Lie  clotted  ;  lifelefs  fome  :  with  anguifh  thefe 
Gnaihing,  and  loud  laments  invoking  aid, 
Unpity'd,  and  unheard;  the  louder  din 
Of  guns,  and  trumpets'  clang,  and  folemn  found 
Of  drums,  o'ercame  their  groans.     In  equal  fcale 
Long  hung  the  fight ;  few  marks  of  fear  were  leen. 
None  of  retreat.     As  when  two  adverfe  winds, 

Sublim'd 
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Sublim'd  from  dewy  vapcfurs,  in  mid-fky 

Engage  with  horrid  (hock,  the  ruffled  brine 

Roars  ftormy,  they  together  dafh  the  clouds. 

Levying  their  equal  force  with  utmoft  rage  ; 

Long  undecided  lafts  the  airy  ft  rife  : 

So  they  incens'd  ;  till  Churchill,  viewing  where 

The  violence  of  Tallard  moft  prevail'd. 

Came  to  oppofe  his  llaughtering  arm ;  with  fpeed 

Precipitant  he  rode,  urging  his  way 

O'er  hills  of  gafping  heroes,  and  fall'n  fteeds 

Rolling  in  death  :  deilrudion,  grim  with  blood. 

Attends  his  furious  courfe.     Him  thus  enrag'd, 

Defcrying  from  afar,  fome  engineer. 

Dextrous  to  guide  th'  unerring  charge,  defign'd 

By  one  nice  (hot  to  terminate  the  war. 

With  aim  dired  the  levell'd  bullet  flew. 

But  mifs'd  her  fcope  (for  Deftiny  vvithftood 

Th'  approaching  wound)  and  guiltlefs  plough'd  her  way 

Beneath  his  courfcr ;  round  his  facred  head 

The  glowing  balls  play  innocent,  while  he 

With  dire  impetuous  fway  deals  fatal  blows 

Amongft  the  fcatter'd  Gauls.     But  O  I  beware, 

Great  warrior  !  nor,  too  prodigal  of  life, 

Expofe  the  Britilli  fafety  :  hath  not  Jove 

Already  warn'd  thee  to  withdraw  ?  Referve 

Thyfelf  for  other  palms.     Ev'n  now  thy  aid 

Eugene,  with  regiments  unequal  preft. 

Awaits ;  this  day  of  all  his  honours  gain'd 

Defpoils  him,  if  thy  fuccour  opportune 

Defends  not  the  fad  hour ;  permit  not  thou 

So 
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So  brave  a  leader  with  the  vulgar  herd 

To  bite  the  ground  unnoted. — Swift,  and  fierce 

As  wintery  ftorm,  he  flies,  to  reinforce 

The  yielding  wing  ;  in  Gallic  blood  again 

He  dews  his  reeking  fword,  and  firews  the  ground 

With  headlefs  ranks  (fo  Ajax  interposed 

His  fevenfold  ihieid,  and  fcreen'd  Laertes'  fon. 

For  valour  much,  and  warlike  wiles,  renowii'd. 

When  the  infalting  Trojans  urg'd  him  fore 

With  tilted  fpeats)  :  unrr^anly  dread  invades 

Tlie  French  aftony'd  ;  ftrait  their  ufelefs  arms 

They  quit,  and  in  igiioble  flight  confide, 

Dnfeemly  yelling  ;  diirant  hills  return 

The  hideous  noife.     W  hat  can  they  do  ?  or  how 

Vv^ithfl:and  his  wide-deftroying  fword  ?  or  where 

Find  flicker,  thus  repuls'd  ?  Behind,  with  wrath 

Pveiifllefs,  th'  eager  Englifli  champions  prefs, 

Chaftifing  tardy  flight;  before  them  rolls 

His  current  fwift,  the  Danube  vafl:  and  deep. 

Supreme  of  rivers !  to  the  frightful  brink, 

Urg'd  by  compulflve  arms,  foon  as  they  reaxht. 

New  horror  chill'd  their  veins  ;  devote  they  faw 

Themfelves  to  v/retched  doom ;  with  efforts  vain,. 

Encourag'd  by  defpair,  or  obfl:inate 

To  fall  like-men  in  arms,  fome  dare  renew 

Feeble  engagement*  meeting  glorious  fate 

On  the  firm  land  ;  the  reft:,  difcomnted. 

And  puiht  by  Marlborough's  avengeful  hand. 

Leap  plunging  in  the  wide-extended  flood. 

Bands  numerous  as  the  Memphian  foldiery 

Th: 
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That  fwell'd  the  Erythraean  wave,  when  wall'd 
The  unfroze  waters  marvelloufly  flood, 
Obfervant  of  the  great  command.     Upborne 
By  frothy  billows  thoufands  float  the  ftream 
In  cumbrous  mail,  with  love  of  farther  lliore  ; 
Confiding  in  their  hands,  that  fed'lous  ftrive 
To  cut  th'  outrageous  fluent :  in  this  diflrefs, 
Ev'n  in  the  fight  of  death,  ^ome  tokens  fhew 
Of  fearlefs  friendfhip,  and  their  finking  mates 
Suftain  :  vain  love,  though  laudable !  abforb'd 
By  a  fierce  eddy,  they  together  found 
l^he  vaft  profundity  ;  their  horfes  paw 
The  fuelling  furge  with  fruitlefs  toil :  furcharf^'d. 
And  in  his  courfe  obftruded  by  large  fpoil. 
The  river  flows  redundant,  and  attacks 
The  lingerino:  remnant  with  unufual  tide: 
Then  rolling  back,  in  his  capacious  lap 
Ingulfs  their  whole  militia,  quick  imm.ers'd. 
So  when  fome  fweltering  travellers  retire 
To  leafy  fliades,  near  the  cool  funlefs  verge 
Of  Paraba,  Brazilian  ftream ;  her  tail 
Of  vaft  extenfion  from  her  watery  den, 
A  grifiy  Hydra  fuddenly  flioots  forth, 
Infidious,  and  with  curl'd  envenom'd  train 
Embracing  horridly,  at  once  the  crew 
Into  the  river  whirls  :  th'  unweeting  prey 
Entwifted  roars,  th'  affrighted  flood  rebounds. 
Nor  did  the  Britifn  fquadrons  now  furceafe 
To  gall  their  foes  o'ervvhelm'd  ;  full  many  {clt 
In  the  moift  element  a  fcorching  death, 
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Pierc'd  finking ;  Ihrouded  In  a  dulky  cloud 
The  current  flows,  with  livid  miffive  flames 
Boiling,  as  once  Pergamean  Xanthus  boil'd, 
Inflam'd  by  Vulcan,  when  the  fwift-footed  fon 
Of  Peleus  to  his  baleful  banks  purfued 
The  ftraggling  Trojans  :  nor  lefs  eager  drove 
Viftorious  Churchill  his  defponding  foes 
Into  the  deep  immenfe,  that  many  a  league 
Impurpled  ran,  with  gufhing  gore  diftained. 
Thus  the  experienc'd  valour  of  one  man. 
Mighty  in  conflift,  refcued  harrafs'd  powers 
From  ruin  impendent,  and  th'  afflidled  throne 
Imperial,  that  once  lorded  o'er  the  world, 
Suftain'd.     With  prudent  ftay,  he  long  defer'd 
The  rough  contention,  nor  would  deign  to  rout 
An  holl  difparted  ;  when  in  union  firm 
Erabody'd  they  advanc'd,  colleding  all 
Their  ftrength,  and  worthy  feemed  to  be  fubdued^: 
He  the  proud  boafl:ers  fent,  with  ftern  aifault, 
Down  to  the  realms  of  Night.     The  Britifti  fouls, 
(A  lamentable  race!)  that  ceas'd  to  breathe. 
On  Landen-plains,  this  heavenly  gladfome  air. 
Exult  to  fee  the  crowding  ghofts  defcend 
Unnumber'd  ;  well  aveng'd,  they  quit  the  cares 
Of  mortal  life,  and  drink  th'  oblivious  lake. 
Not  fo  the  new  inhabitants :  they  roam 
Erroneous,  and  difconfolate  ;  themfelves 
Accufmg,  and  their  chiefs,  improvident 
Of  military  chance  ;  when  lo  !  they  fee, 
Tluough  the  dun  mill,  in  blooming  beauty  frefii. 


Two 
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Two  lovely  youths,  that  amicably  walked 

O'er  verdant  meads,  and  pleas'd,  perhaps,  revolved 

Anna's  late  conquefts ;  *  one,  to  empire  bom. 

Egregious  Prince,  whofe  manly  childhood  Ihew'd 

His  mingled  parents,  and  portended  joy 

Unfpeakable  ;  +  thou,  his  aflbciate  dear 

Once  in  this  world,  nor  now  by  fate  disjoin'd. 

Had  thy  prefiding  ftar  propitious  fhone, 

Should'ft  Churchill  be  !  but  Heaven  fevere  cut  Ihort 

Their  fpringing  years,  nor  would  this  ifle  (hould  boafl 

Gifts  fo  important  !  them  the  Gallic  Ihades 

Surveying,  read  in  either  radiant  look 

Marks  of  exceffive  dignity  and  grace. 

Delighted ;  till,  in  one,  their  curious  eye 

Difcerns  their  great  fubduer's  awful  mien. 

And  correfponding  features  fear  ;  to  them 

Confufion  !  ftrait  the  airy  phantoms  fleet, 

^\'ith  headlong  hafte,  and  dread  a  new  purfuit. 

The  image  pleas'd  with  joy  paternal  fmiles. 

Enough,  O  Mufe  :  the  fadly-pleafing  theme 
Leave,  with  thefe  dark  abodes,  and  re-afcend 
To  breathe  the  upper  air,  where  triumphs  wait 
The  conqueror,  and  fav'd  nations'  joint  acclaim. 
Hark  !  how  the  cannon,  inoffenfn  e  now. 
Gives  figns  of  gratulation  ;  ftruggling  crouds 
From  every  city  flow  ;  with  ardent  gaze 
Fixt,  they  behold  the  Britifn  Guide,  of  fight 
Lifatiate  ;  whilft  his  threat  redeeming  hand 

•  Duke  of  Gl-jutefter  -f  Mar<juii  of  Blanc'ford, 

Each 
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Each  prince  afFefls  to  touch  refpeftful.     See 

How  Pruflia's  King  tranfported  entertains 

His  mighty  gueft!  to  him  the  royal  pledge, 

Hope  of  his  realm,  commits  (with  better  fate. 

Than  to  the  Trojan  Chief  Evander  gave 

Unhappy  Pallas)  and  intreats  to  flievv 

The  Ikill  and  rudiments  auftere  of  war. 

See,  Nvith  what  joy,  him  Leopold  declares 

His  great  Deliverer ;  and  courts  t*  accept 

Of  titles,  with  fuperior  modefly 

Better  refus'd  !  Meanwhile  the  haughty  King 

Far  humbler  thoughts  now  learns  :  defpair,  and  fear, 

Nov/  firft  he  feels ;  his  laurels  all  at  once 

Torn  from  his  aged  head  in  life's  extreme, 

Diftrad  his  foul !  nor  can  great  Boileau's  harp 

Of  various-founding  wire,  befi  taught  to  calm 

Whatever  palTion,  and  exalt  the  foul 

With  hi^heft  ftrains,  his  languid  fpirits  cheer  : 

Rage,  fhame,  and  grief,  alternate  in  his  bread. 

But  who  can  tell  what  pangs,  what  fharp  remorfe. 
Torment  the  Eoian  prince  ?  from  native  foil 
Exil'd  by  fate,  torn  from  the  dear  embrace 
Of  weeping  confort,  and  depriv'd  the  fight 
Of  his  young  guiltiefs  progeny,  he  feeks 
Inglorious  Ihelter,  in  an  alien  land  ; 
Deplorable  !  but  that  his  mind  aA-erfe 
To  right,  and  infmcere,  would  violate 
His  plighted  faith  :  why  did  he  not  accept 
Friendly  compofure  oiTer'd  ?  or  well  weigh 
With  whom  he  mud  contend  r  encountering  fierce 

The 
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The  Solymean  Sultan,  he  o'erthrew 
His  moony  troops,  returning  bra\  ely  fmear'd 
With  Painim  blood  efFus'd  ;  nor  did  the  Gaul 
Not  find  him  once  a  baleful  foe  :  but  when. 
Of  counfel  rafh,  new  meafures  he  purfues. 
Unhappy  Prince !  (no  more  a  Prince)  he  fees 
Too  late  his  error,  forc'd  t'  implore  relief 
Of  him,  he  once  defy'd.     O  deftitute 
Of  hope,  unpity'd  !  thou  Ihould'ft  firfl  have  thought 
Of  perfevering  iledfaft  ;  now  upbraid 
Thy  own  inconftant,  ill-afpiring  heart. 
Lo !  how  the  Noric  plains,  through  thy  default 
Rife  hilly,  with  large  piles  of  flaughter'd  knights, 
Beft  men,  that  warr'd  iiill  firmly  for  their  prince 
Though  faithlefs,  and  unfliaken  duty  fhew'd  ; 
Worthy  of  better  end.     Where  cities  Hood, 
Well  fenc'd  and  numerous,  dcfojation  reigns. 
And  emptinefs,  difmay'd,  unfed,  unhous'd  ; 
The  widow  and  the  orphan  ftrole  around 
The  defert  wide  ;  with  oft-retorted  eye 
They  view  the  gaping  wails,  and  poor  remaifis 
Of  manfions,  once  their  own  (now  loathfome  haunt; 
Of  birds  obfcene),  bewailing  loud  the  lofs 
Of  fpoufe,  or  fire,  or  fon,  ere  manly  prime. 
Slain  in  fad  conJlid,  and  complain  of  fare 
As  partial,  and  too  rigorous ;  nor  find 
Where  to  retire  themfelves,  or  where  appeafe 
Th'  afflidise  keen  defire  of  food,  expos'd 
To  winds,  and  llorms,  and  jaws  of  favage  beafls. 
Thrice  happy  Albion  !  from  the  world  disjoin'd 
Vol.  XVI [.  S  ]U 
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By  Heaven  propitious,  blifsful  feat  of  peace ! 

Learn  from  thy  neighbours  miferies  to  prize 

Thy  welfare  ;  crown'd  with  Nature's  choiceft  gift. 

Remote  thou  hear'ft  the  dire  effed  of  war. 

Depopulation,  void  alone  of  fear 

And  peril,  whilil  the  difmal  fymphony 

Of  drums  and  clarions,  other  realms  annoys. 

Th'  Iberian  fceptre  undecided,  here 

Engages  mighty  hofis  in  wafteful  rtrife  : 

From  different  climes  the  flower  of  youth  defcend?, 

Down  to  the  Lulitanian  vales,  refolv'd 

V/ith  utmoft  hazard  to  enthrone  their  prince, 

Gallic  or  AuHrian  ;  havoc  dire  enfues. 

And  wild  uproar  :  the  natives  dubious  whom 

They  muft  obey,  in  confternation  wait. 

Till  rigid  conqueft  will  pronounce  their  liege. 

Nor  is  the  brazen  voice  of  war  unheard 

On  the  mild  Latian  fliore :  what  fighs  and  teai-s 

Hath  Eugene  caus'd  !  how  many  widows  curfe 

His  cleaving  faulcheon  !  fertile  foil  in  vain  ! 

What  do  tliy  pafiures,  or  thy  vines  avail. 

Belt  boon  of  Heaven  J  or  huge  Taburnus,  cloatl/d 

With  olives,  when  the  cruel  battle  mows 

The  planters,  with  their  harveft  immature  ? 

See,  with  what  outrage  from  the  frofty  liorth^ 

The  early-\  aliant  S\vcde  draws  forth  his  wings 

In  battailous  array,  while  Volga's  ftream 

Sends  oppoiite,.  in  fnaf^gy  armour  clad, 

Htr  btuderers;  on  mutual  ilaughter  bent. 

They  rci^d  tiieir  countiies.     Hov,-  is  Poland  vext 

Willi 
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With  civil  broils,  while  two  elefted  kings 

Contend  for  fvvay  ?  unhappy  nation,  left 

Thus  free  of  choice!  The  Engl  ifh,  undifturb'd 

With  fuch  fad  privilege,  fubmifs  obey 

Whom  Heaven  ordains  fupreme,  with  reverence  due. 

Not  thraldom,  in  fit  liberty  fecure  : 

From  fcepter'd  kings,  in  long  defcent  deriv'd. 

Thou,  Anna,  ruleit ;  prudent  to  promote 

Thy  people's  eafe  at  home,  nor  ftudious  lefs 

Of  Europe's  good  ;  to  thee,  of  kingly  right. 

Sole  arbitrefs,  declining  thrones,  and  powers 

Sue  for  relief;  thou  bid'ft  thy  Churchill  go. 

Succour  the  injur'd  realms,  defeat  the  hopes. 

Of  haughty  Louis,  unconrin'd;  he  goes 

Obfequious,  and  the  dread  command  fulfils,. 

In  one  great  day.     Again  thou  giv'ft  in  charge 

To  Rooke,  that  he  fhould  let  that  monarch  know,. 

The  empire  of  the  ocean  wide  diffus'd 

Is  thine ;  behold  !  with  winged  fpeed  he  rides 

Undaunted  o'er  the  labouring  main  t'  afierc 

Thy  liquid  kingdoms ;  at  his  near  approach 

The  Gallic  navies  impotent  to  bear 

Kis  volly'd  thunder,  torn,  dilfever'd,  feud. 

And  blefs  the  friendly  interpofmg  night. 

Hail,  mighty  Queen  !  referv'd  by  Fate  to  grace- 
The  new-born  age :  what  hopes  may  we  conceive. 
Of  future  years,  when  to  thy  early  reign 
Mcptun^  fubmits  his  trident,  and  thy  arms 
Aheady  have  prevail'd  to  th'  utmofl  bound 
Hefperian,  Calpe,  by  Ale  ides  fixt, 

S  z  Mountain 
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Mountain  fublime,  that  cafts  a  fhade  of  length 
Immeafurable,  and  rules  the  inland  waves ! 
Let  others,  with  infatiate  thirft  of  rule. 
Invade  their  neighbours  lands,  negleft  the  ties 
Of  leagues  and  oaths ;  this  thy  peculiar  praife 
Be  ftill,  to  ftudy  right,  and  quell  the  force 
Of  kings  pertidious ;  let  them  learn  from  thee 
That  neither  iirength,  nor  policy  refin'd. 
Shall  with  fuccefs  be  crown'd,  where  juftice  fails. 
Thou,  with  thy  own  content,  not  for  thyfelf, 
Subdueil  regions,  generous  to  raife 
The  fappliant  knee,  and  curb  the  rebel  neck. 
The  German  boalls  thy  conquefts,  and  enjoys 
The  great  advantage  ;  nought  to  thee  redounds 
But  fatisfaftion  from  thy  confcious  mind. 

Aufpicious  Queen!  fmce  in  thy  realms,  fecure 
Of  peace  thou  reign'fl,  and  victory  attends 
Thy  diftant  enfigns,  with  companion  view 
Europe  embroil'd  ;  ftill  thou  (for  thou  alone 
Sufficient  art)  the  jarring  kingdoms  ire. 
Reciprocally  ruinous ;  fay  who 
Shall  wield  th'  Hefperian,  who  the  Polifli  fword. 
By  thy  decree  ?  the  trembling  lands  fliall  hear 
Thy  voice,  obt-dient,  left  thy  fcourge  ihould  braife 
Their  ftubborn  necks,  and  Churchill,  in  his  wrath. 
Make  them  remember  Blenheim  with  regret. 

Thus  Ihall  the  nations,  aw'"d  to  peace,  extol 
Thy  power,  r.nd  juftice :  Jealoufies  and  Fears, 
And  Hate  infernal  banifii'd,  (hall  retire 
To  Mauritania,  or  the  Ba<ftriaa  coafts. 

Or 


BLENHEIM.  261 

Or  Tartan',  engendering  difcords  fell 
Amongft  the  enemies  of  truth ;  while  arts 
Pacific,  and  inviolable  love, 
Flourifh  in  Europe.     Hail,  Saturnian  days 
Returning  !  in  perpetual  tenor  run 
Delegable,  and  fhed  your  influence  fweet 
On  virtuous  Anna's  head  :  ye  happy  days. 
By  her  reftor'd,  her  juft  defigns  complete. 
And,  mildly  on  her  fhining,  blefs  the  world  ! 

Thus,  from  the  noify  world  exempt,  with  eafc 
And  plenty  bleft,  amid  the  mazy  groves, 
(Sweet  folitude  !)  where  warbling  birds  provoke 
The  filent  Mufe,  delicious  rural  feat 
Of  St.  John,  Englifh  Memmius,  I  prefum'd 
To  fing  Britannic  trophies,  inexpert 
Of  war,  with  mean  attempt ;  v/hile  he  intent 
(So  Anna's  will  ordains)  to  expedite 
His  military  charge  *,  no  leifure  finds 
To  firing  his  charming  (hell :  but  when  returned 
Confummate  Peace  fhall  rear  her  chearful  head ; 
Then  Ihall  his  Churchill,  in  fublimer  verfe. 
For  ever  triumph  ;  lateft  times  (hall  learn 
From  fuch  a  Chief  to  fight,  and  Bard  to  fing. 

*  He  was  then  Secretary  of  Wax. 
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ODE 

AD    HENRI  CUM    ST.    JOHN,    ARMiG.    1706. 

OQui  recife  finibus  Indicis 
Benignus  herbae,  das  mihi  divitem 
Haurire  fuccum,  et  fauveolentes 
Saepe  tubis  iterare  famos ; 

Qui  folus  acri  refpicis  afperam 
Siti  palatum,  proluis  et  rnero, 

Dulcem  elaborant  cui  faporera 

Hefperii  pretiumque,  foles : 

Ecquid  reponam  rauneris  omnium 
EXors  bonorum  ?  prome  reconditum, 

Pimplasa,  carmen,  defidefque 

Ad  nuraeros,  age,  tende  chordas. 

Ferri  fecundo  mens  avet  impetu. 
Qua  cygniformes  per  liquidum  aethera, 

Te,  diva,  vim  praebente,  vates 

Explicuit  venufmus  alas : 

Solers  modorum,  feu  puerum  trucem. 
Cum  matre  flava,  feu  caneret  rofas 

Et  vina,  cyrrha?is  Hetrufcum 

Rite  beans  equitem  fub  antris. 

At  non  Lyasi  vis  generofior 
Affluxitilli;  fcEpelicet  cadum 

Jadet  Falernum,  faspe  Chia: 

Munera,  la^titiamque  teflx, 

,    -  Patronus 
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Patronus  illi  non  fuit  artium 
Celebriorum  ;  fed  nee  amantior 

Nee  charus  asque.     O  I  qux  medullas 

Flamma  fubit,  taeitofque  fenfus  ! 

Pertentat,  ut  teque  et  tua  munera 
Gratus  recordor,  mercurialium 

Princeps  virorum  !  et  ipfc  Mufe 

Cuitor,  et  ufque  colende  Mulls! 

Sed  me  minantem  grandia  deficit 
Receptus  xgre  fpiritus,  ilia 

Dum  pulfat  ima,  ac  iiiquietuiti 

TulTis  agens  fine  more  petTtus. 

Ahe  petito  quaflat  anhelitu  ; 
Funerta  plane,  ni  mihi  balfamum 

Diltlliet  in  venas,  tuasque 

Lenis  opem  ferat  haullus  uvae, 

Hanc  fumo,  parcis  et  tibi  poculis 
Libo  falutem ;  quin  precor,  optima 

Ut  ufque  conjux  fofpitetar, 

Perpetuo  recreans  amore. 

Te  confulentem  militis  fuper 
Rebus  togatum.     Made !  tori  decus, 

Formofa  cui  Franeifca  celTit, 

Crine  plaeens,  niveoque  collo  I 

Quam  Gratiarum  cura  decentium 
O  !  O  !  labellis  cui  Venus  infidet ! 

Tu  forte  felix  :  me  Maria 

Macerat  (ah  miferum!)  videndo  : 

JS  4.  Maria, 
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Maria,  quae  me  fidereo  tuens 
Obliqua  vultu  per  medium  jecur 

Trajecit,  atque  excuffit  omnes 

Protinus  ex  animo  puellas, 

Hanc  uJla  mentis  fpe  mihi  mutucc- 

Utcunque  defit,  nofte,  die  vigil 
Sufpiro ;  nee  jam  vina  fomnos 
Nee  revocant,  tua  dona,  fumi. 
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A    N 

ODE 

TO    HENRY    ST.    JOHN,    ESC^UIRE,    1706  •. 

OThou,  from  India's  fruitful  foil. 
That  doft  that  fovereign  herb  t  prepare. 
In  whofe  rich  fumes  I  lofe  the  toil 
Of  life,  and  every  anxious  care  : 
While  from  the  fragrant  lighted  bowl 
I  fuck  new  life  into  my  foul. 

Thou,  only  thou !  art  kind  to  view 

The  parching  flames  that  I  fuftain  ; 
Which  with  cool  draughts  thy  cafks  fubdue. 

And  wa{h  away  the  thirfty  pain 
With  wines,  whofe  ftrength  and  tafte  wc  prize. 
From  Latian  funs  and  nearer  ikies. 

O !  fay,  to  blefs  thy  pious  love. 

What  vows,  what  oiferings,  fhall  I  bring  ? 

Since  I  can  fpare,  and  thou  approve. 
No  other  gift,  O  hear  me  fmg  1 

In  numbers  Phoebus  does  infpire, 

\Mio  ftrings  for  thee  the  charming  lyre. 

*  This  piece  was   tranf.ated  by  the   Reverend  Thomas  Ncw- 
comb,  M.  A.  of  Corpus  Chrifti  College,  Oxon. 
I  Tobacco, 

Aloft, 
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Aloft,  above  the  liquid  Iky, 

I  ftretch  my  wing,  and  fain  would  go 
Where  Rome's  fweet  fwain  did  whilom  flv : 

And  fearing,  left  the  clouds  below  ; 
The  Mufe  invoking  to  endue 
With  ftrength  his  pinions,  as  he  flew. 

Whether  he  fmgs  great  Beauty's  praife. 
Love's  gentle  pain,  or  tender  woes  j 

Or  choofe,  the  fubject  of  his  lays. 

The  blufhing  grape,  or  blooming  rofe  : 

Or  near  cool  Cyrrha's  rocky  fprings 

Maecenas  liftens  while  he  fmgs. 

Yet  he  no  nobler  draught  could  boaft. 

His  Mufe  or  mufic  to  infpire. 
Though  all  Falernum's  purple  coaft 

Flovv'd  in  each  glafs,  to  lend  him  fire ; 
And  on  his  tables  us'd  to  fmile 
The  vintage  of  rich  Ohio's  ifle. 

Maecenas  deign'd  to  hear  his  fongs. 

His  Mufe  extoird,  his  voice  approv'd  : 

To  thee  a  fairer  fame  belongs. 

At  once  more  pleafmg,  more  belov'd. 

Oh !  teach  my  heart  to  bound  its  flame. 

As  I  record  thy  love  and  fame. 

Teach  me  the  paffion  to  reflrain, 
As  I  my  grateful  homage  bring ; 

And  lad  in  Phoebus'  humble  train. 
The  fir.'l  and  brighteft  genius  fmg. 


The 
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The  Mufes  favourite  pleas'd  to  live. 
Paying  them  back  the  fame  they  give. 

But  oh!  as  greatly  I  afpire 

To  tell  my  love,  to  fpeak  thy  praife, 
Boafting  no  more  its  fprightly  fire. 

My  bofom  heaves,  my  voice  decays ; 
With  pain  I  touch  the  mournful  llring. 
And  pant  and  languifii  as  I  fmg. 

Faint  Nature  now  demands  that  breath. 

That  feebly  ftrives  thy  worth  to  fmg  2 
And  would  be  hulli'd,  and  loft  in  death. 

Did  not  thy  care  kind  fuccours  bring ! 
Thy  pitying  calks  my  foul  fuftain. 
And  call  new  life  in  every  vein. 

The  fober  glafs  I  now  behold. 

Thy  health,  with  fair  Francifca's  join, 

Wifliing  her  cheeks  may  long  unfold 
Such  beauties,  and  be  ever  thine; 

No  chance  the  tender  joy  remove. 

While  file  can  pleafe,  and  thou  canft  love. 

Thus  while  by  you  the  Britifh  arms 

Triumphs  and  diftant  fame  purfue ; 
The  yielding  Fair  refigns  her  charms. 

And  gives  you  leave  to  conquer  too  ; 
Her  fnowy  neck,  her  breaft,  her  eyes. 
And  all  the  nymph  becomes  your  prize. 

What 
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What  comely  grace,  what  beauty  fmilcs  I 

Upon  her  lips  what  fweetnefs  dwells ! 
Not  Love  himfelf  fo  oft  beguiles. 

Nor  Venus  felf  To  much  excels. 
What  different  fates  our  paiTions  (hare. 
While  you  enjoy,  and  I  defpair! 

*  Maria's  form  as  I  furvey. 

Her  fmiles  a  thoufand  wounds  impart  j 
Each  feature  fteals  my  foul  away. 

Each  glance  deprives  me  of  my  heart  i 
And  chafing  thence  each  other  Fair, 
Leaves  her  own  image  only  there. 

Although  my  anxious  breaft  defpair. 

And  fighing,  hopes  no  kind  return ; 
Yet,  for  the  lov'd  relentlefs  Fair, 

By  night  I  wake,  by  day  I  burn ! 
Nor  can  thy  gifts,  foft  Sleep,  fupply. 
Or  footh  my  pains,  or  clofe  my  eye. 

*  Mifs  Mary  Meers,  daughter  of  the  late  Principal  of  Brazeiv- 
Nofe  College,  Oxon. 
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CYDER. 

A  P        O        E        M, 

IN      TWO      BOOKS. 

<*  Honos  eilt  huic  quoque  Pomo  ?"     Virg. 

BOOK       I. 

WH  AT  foil  the  apple  loves,  what  care  is  due 
To  orchats,   timelieft  when  to  prcfs  the  fruits. 
Thy  gift,  Pomona,  in  Miltonian  verfc 
Adventurous  I  prefume  to  fing  ;  of  verfe 
Nor  (kill'd,  nor  ftudious :  but  my  native  foil 
Invites  me,  and  the  theme  as  yet  unfung. 

Ye  Ariconian  knights,  and  fairt-ft:  dames. 
To  whom  propitious  Heaven  thefe  bleflings  grants. 
Attend  my  lays,  nor  hence  difdain  to  learn. 
How  Nature's  gifts  may  be  improved  by  art. 
And  thou,  O  Moilyn,  whofe  benevolence. 
And  candor,  oft  experienc'd,  me  vouchfaf'd 
To  knit  in  friendfliip,  growing  ftill  with  years. 
Accept  this  pledge  of  gratitude  and  love. 
May  it  a  lading  monument  remain 
Of  dear  refpecft ;  that,  when  this  body  frail 
Is  molder'd  into  dull,  and  1  become 
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As  I  had  never  been,  late  times  may  know 
I  once  was  blefs'd  in  fach  a  matchlefs  friend ! 

Whoe'er  expeds  his  labouring  trees  fhould  bend' 
With  fruitage,  and  a  kindly  harvell  yield. 
Be  this  his  firft  concern,  to  find  a  tracl; 
Impervious  to  the  winds,  begirt  with  hills 
That  intercept  the  Hyperborean  blalls 
Tempeiluous,  and  cold  Eurus'  nipping  force. 
Noxious  to  feeble  buds  :  but  to  the  weft 
Let  him  free  entrance  grant,  let  Zephyrs  bland 
Adminifter  their  tepid  genial  airs ; 
Nought  fear  he  from  the  weft,  whofe  gentle  warmth 
Difclofes  well  the  earth's  all-teemine  womb. 
Invigorating  tender  feeds ;  whofe  breath 
Nurtures  the  Orange,  and  the  Citron  groves,. 
Hefperian  fruits,  and  wafts  their  odors  (wQtt 
Wide  through  the  air,  and  diftant  fhores  perfumes* 
Nor  only  do  the  hills  exclude  the  winds : 
But  when  the  blackening  clouds  in  fprinkling  ihowers 
Diftil,  from  the  high  fummits  dov/n  the  rain 
Runs  trickling  J  with  the  fertile  moifture  cheer'd,, 
'i'he  Orchats  fmile ;  joyous  the  farmers  fee 
Their  thriving  plants,  and  blefs  the  heavenly  dew* 

Next  let  the  planter,  with  difcretion  meet. 
The  force  and  genius  of  each  foil  explore  ; 
To  what  adapted,  what  it  fhuns  averfe  : 
Without  this  neceffary  care,  in  vain 
He  hopes  an  apple- vintage,   and  invokes 
Pomona's  aid  in  vain.     The  miry  fields. 
Rejoicing  in  rich  moid>  moft  ample  fruit 

Of 
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Of  beauteous  form  produce ;  pleafing  to  fight^ 

But  to  the  tongue  inelegant  and  fiat. 

So  Nature  has  decreed  :  fo  oft  we  fee 

Mea  pafTing  fair,  in  outward  lineaments 

Elaborate;  lefs,  inwardly,  exad. 

Nor  from  the  fable  ground  expedl  fuccefs 

Nor  from  cretaceous,  ftubborn  and  jejune  ; 

The  Muft,  of  pallid  hue,  declares  the  foil 

Devoid  of  fpirit;  wretched  he,  that  quaffs 

Such  wheyifli  liquors;  oft  with  colic  pangs. 

With  pungent  colic  pangs  diflrefs'd  he'll  roar. 

And  tofb,  and  turn,  and  curfe  th'  unwholfome  draught. 

But,  farmer,  look  where  full-ear'd  fheaves  of  rye 

Grow  wavy  on  the  tilth,   that  foil  feled 

For  apples ;  thence  thy  induftry  Ihall  gain 

Ten-fold  reward  ;  thy  garners,  thence  with  ftore 

Surcharg'd,  {hall  burft  :  thy  prefs  with  pureft  juici 

Shall  flow,  which,  in  revolving  years,  may  try 

Thy  feeble  feet,  and  bind  thy  faltering  tongue. 

Such  is  the  Kentchurch,  fuch  Dantzeyan  ground. 

Such  thine,  O  learned  Bronie,  and  Capel  fuch, 

Willifian  Burl  ton,  much-lov'd  Gcers  his  Marfh, 

And  Sutton-acres,  drench 'd  with  regal  blood 

Of  Ethelbert,  when  to  th'  unhallow'd  feafl 

Of  Mercian  Offa  he  invited  came, 

'i^o  treat  of  fpoufals :    long  connubial  joys 

He  promis'd  to  himfelf,  allur'd  by  fair 

J'^ifrida's  beauty;  but  deluded  dy'd 

In  height  of  hopes oh  !  hardell  fate,  to  fall 

By  fhcv,"  of  fiiciidfnip,  and  pretended  iove ! 

1  noi 
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I  nor  advife,  nor  reprehend  the  choice 
Of  Marcley-hill ;  the  apple  no  where  finds 
A  kinder  mold  :  yet  *tis  unfafe  to  truft 
Deceitful  ground  :   who  knows  but  that,  once  more. 
This  mount  may  journey,  and,  his  prefent  fite 
Forfaking,  to  thy  neighbour's  bounds  transfer 
The  goodly  plants,  aiFording  matter  ftrange 
For  law-debates  *  ?  if  therefore  thou  incline 
To  deck  this  rife  with  fruits  of  various  taftes. 
Fail  not  by  frequent  vows  t'  implore  fuccefs ; 
Thus  piteous  Heaven  may  fix  the  wandering  glebe. 

But  if  (for  Nature  doth  not  Ihare  alike 
Her  gifts)  an  happy  foil  fhould  be  withheld ; 
If  a  penurious  clay  Ihould  be  thy  lot. 
Or  rough  unwieldy  earth,  nor  to  the  plough. 
Nor  to  the  cattle  kind,  with  fandy  flones 
.\nd  gravel  o'er-abounding,  think  it  not 
Beneath  thy  toil ;  the  ft urdy  pear-tree  here 
Will  rife  luxuriant,  and  with  tougheft  root 

♦  February  the  feventh,  1571,  at  fix  o'clock  in  the  evening, 
this  hill  rouled  itfelf  with  a  roaring  noife,  and  by  kyen  the  next 
morning  had  moved  forty  paces  ;  it  kept  moving  for  three  days 
together,  carrying  with  it  iheep  in  their  cotes,  hedge-rowrs  and 
trees,  and  in  its  paffage  overthrew  Kinnafton  Chappie,  and  turned 
two  highways  near  an  hundred  yards  from  their  former  pofition. 
The  ground  thus  moved  was  about  twenty- fix  acres,  which  opened 
itfelf,  and  carried  the  earth  before  it  for  four  hundred  yards  fpace, 
leaving  that  which  was  pafture  in  the  place  of  the  tillage,  and 
the  tillage  overfpread  with  pafture.  See  Speed's  Account  of  Hc- 
refordfhirej  page  49,  and  Camden's  Britannia. 

Pierce 
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Fierce  the  obilrufting  grit,  and  reftive  marie. 
Thus  nought  is  ufelefs  made  ;  nor  is  there  land. 
But  what,  or  of  itfelf,  or  elfe  compell'd. 
Affords  advantage.     On  the  barren  heath 
The  Ihepherd  tends  his  flock,  that  daily  crop 
Their  verdant  dinner  from  the  moffy  turf. 
Sufficient ;  after  them  the  cackling  goofe, 
Clofe-grazer,  £nds  wherewith  to  eafe  her  want. 
What  Ihould  I  more  ?  Ev'n  on  the  cliffy  height 
Of  Penmenmaur,  and  that  cloud-piercing  hill, 
Plinlimmon,  from  afar  the  traveller  kens 
AHonifh'd,  how  the  goats  their  fhrubby  browze 
Gnaw  pendent ;  nor  untrembling  canil  thou  fee. 
How  from  a  fcra^gy  rock,  whofe  prominence 
Plalf  overfhades  the  ocean,  hardy  men, 
Fearlefs  of  rending  winds,  and  dafhing  waves. 
Cut  famphire,  to  excite  the  fqueamiih  guft 
Of  pamper'd  luxury.     Then,  let  thy  ground 
Not  lye  unlabor'd  ;  if  the  richefl  ftem 
Refufe  to  thrive,  yet  who  would  doubt  to  plant 
Some.vhat,  that  may  to  human  ufe  redound. 
And  penury,  the  word  of  ills,  remove  ? 

Ihere  are,  who,  fondly  fludious  of  increafe. 
Rich  foreign  mold  on  their  ill-natu-r'd  land 
Induce  laborious,  and  with  fattening  muck 
Befmear  the  roots  ;  in  vain  !  the  nuriling  grove 
Seems  fair  a  while,  cherifh'd  with  fofter  earth ; 
But  when  the  alien  compofl  is  exhaufl, 
it's  native  poverty  again  prevail!?. 

Vol.  XVIL        "         T  Though 
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Though  this  ari!  fails,  defpond  not  i  little  pains> 

In  a  due  hoar  empfoy'^dy  great  profit  yield. 

Th'  induJlrious,  when  the  Sun  in  Leo  rides, 

And  darts  his  fultrieft  beams,  portending  drought;,, 

F(5rget5  not  at  the  foot  of  every  plant 

To  fihk  a  circling  trench,  and  daily  pour 

A  juil  fupply  of  alimental  ftreams„ 

Exhauiled  iap  recruiting  ;  elfe  falfe  hopes 

He  eherilhes,  nor  will  his  fruit  exped 

Th"  autumnal  feafon,  but,  in  fummer's  pridc> 

When  other  orchats  fmile,  abortive  fail. 

Thus  the  great  light  of  heaven,  that  in  his  courle- 
Su'Eveys  and  quickens  all  things,,  often  proves 
Noxious  to  planted  fields,  and  often  men 
Perceive  his  influence  dire ;.  fweltering  they  run 
To  g?ot5,  and  caves,  and  the  cool  umbrage  feck. 
Of  woven  arborets,  and  oft  the  rills 
Still  dreaming  frefli  revifit,  to  allay 
Thirll  inextinguifhable  :  but  if  the  fprin"^ 
Preceding  fhould  be  deftitute  of  rain. 
Or  blaft  feptentrional  with  brufhing  wings 
Sweep  up  the  fmoky  mills,  and  vapour  dampy 
Then  woe  to  mortals  1  Titan  then  exerts 
His  heas  intenfe,.  and  on  our  vitals  preys  ^ 
T  hen  maladies  of  various  kinds,  and  names. 
Unknown,,  malignant  fevers,,  and  that  foe 
To  biooming  beauty,  which  imprints  the  face- 
Of  fai»?eft  nymph,,  and  checks  our  grow  ing  love», 
Kcign  far  and  near ;  grim  Death  in  diiTerent  fhape&- 
Dcpopulates  the  nations  ^  thoufands  fall 

His 
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His  vi(ftlms ;  youths,  and  virgins,  in  their  flower. 
Reluctant  die,  and  lighing  leave  their  loves 
Unfinifh'd,  by  infedlious  heaven  deftrov'd. 

Such  heats  prevail'd,.  when  fair  Eliza,  lad 
Of  Winchcorab's  name  (next  thee  in  blood  and  worth, 
O  fairell  St.  John  !)  left  this  toilfome  world 
In  beauty's  prime,,  and  fadden'd  all  the  vear  : 
Nor  could  her  virtues,,  nor  repeated  vows 
Of  thoufand  lovers,  the  relentlefs  hand 
Of  Death  arreft  y  (lie  with  the  vulgar  fell. 
Only  diftinguifn'd  by  this  humble  verfe. 

But  if  it  pleafe  the  fun's  intemperate  force- 
To  know,  attend ;  whilft  I  of  ancient  fame 
The  annals  trace,,  and  image  to  thy  mind. 
How  our  fore-fathers,  (lucklefs  men  !)  ingulftr 
By  the  wide-yawning  earth,,  to  Stygian  fhades^ 
Went  quick,,  in  one  fad  fepulchre  inclos'd*.    - 

In  elder  days,  ere  yet  the  Roman  bands- 
Viftorious,  this  our  other  world  fubdued, 
A  fpacious  city  ftood,  with  firmeft  walls 
Sure  mounded,  and  with  numerous  turrets  crown'd^ 
Aerial  fpires,.  and  citadels,,  the  feat 
Of  Kings,,  and  heroes  refolute  in  war,. 
Fam'd  Ariconium  :   uncontrol'd  and  free^ 
Till  all-fubduing  Latian  arms  prevail'd.. 
Then  alfo,  though  to  foreign  yoke  fubmifs^. 
She  undemolifh'd  llood,  and  ev'ntill  now. 
Perhaps  had  ftood,  of  ancient  Britifli  art. 
A  pleafing  monument,  not  lefs  admir'd 
Than  what  from  Attic,  or  Etrufcan  hands. 

T  i:  Arofc ; 
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Arofe  ;  had  not  the  heavenly  Powers  averfe 
Decreed  her  final  doom  :  for  now  the  fields 
Labour'd  with  thiril ;  Aquarius  had  not  fhed 
His  wonted  fhowers,  and  Sirius  parch'd  with  heat 
Solftitial  the  green  herb  :  hence  'gan  relax 
The  ground's  contexture,  hence  Tartarian  dregs. 
Sulphur,  and  nitrous  fpume,  enkindling  fierce, 
Bellow'd  vvithin  tlieir  darkfome  caves,  by  far 
More  difmal  than  the  loud  difploded  roar 
Of  brazen  enginry,  that  ceafelefs  ftorm 
The  baiUon  of  a  well-built  city,  deem'd 
Impregnable  :  th'  infernal  winds,  till  now 
•Clofely  imprifon'd,  by  Titanian  warmth 
Dilating,  and  with  unduous  vapours  fed, 
Difdain'd  their  narrow  cells ;  and,  their  full  fircngth 
Colleclicg,  from  beneath  the  folid  mafs 
Upheav'd,  and  all  her  caftles  rooted  deep 
Shook  from  xheir  lowefi  feat :   old  Vaga's  ftream, 
Forc'd  by  the  fudden  (hock,  her  wonted  track 
Forfook,  and  drew  her  humid  train  allope, 
Oankling  her  banks :  and  nov/  the  lowering  Tkv, 
And  baleful  lightning,  and  the  thunder,  -voice 
Of  angry  Gods^  that  rattled  folemn,  difmaid 
The  finking  hearts  of  men.     Where  fnould  they  turn 
Diftrefs'd  ?  whence  feek  for  aid  ?  when  from  below 
Hell  threatens,  and  ev'n  Fate  fupren.e  gives  figns 
Of  wrath  and  defolation  ?  v^in  were  vou's. 
And  plaints,  and  fuppliant  hands  to  Heaven  ered  ! 
Yet  fome  to  fanes  repair'd,  and  humble  rites 
Perform'd  to  Thcr,.  and  Woden,  fabkd^ods. 

Who 
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Who  with  their  votaries  in  one  ruin  fhar'd, 
Crufh'd,  and  o'erwhelm'd.     Others  in  frantic  mood 
Run  howling  through  the  ftreets,  their  hideous  yells 
Rend  the  dark  welkin  ;  Horror  ftalks  around, 
Wild-ftaring,  and,  his  fad  concomitant, 
Defpair,  of  abjed  look  :  at  every  gate 
The  thronging  populace  with  hafty  ftrides 
Prefs  furious,  and,  too  eager  of  efcape, 
Obrtruft  the  eafy  wa}- ;  the  rocking  towa 
Supplants  their  fcotlteps  ;  to,  and  fro,  they  reeF 
Aftonilh'd,  as  o'er-charg'd  with  wine ;.  when  lo  t 
The  ground  aduli  her  riven  mouth  difparrs. 
Horrible  chafm  ;  profound  !  with  fvvift  defcent 
Old  Ariconium  fmks,  and  all  her  tribes. 
Heroes,  and  fenators,  down  to  the  realms 
Of  endlefs  night.     Meanwhile,  the  loofeivd  winds 
Infuriate,  molten  rocks  and  flaming  globes 
Hurl'd  high  above  the  clouds;  till  ail  their  force 
Confum'd,  her  ravenous  javrs  th'  earth  fatiate  clos'd*. 
Thus  this  fair  city  fell>  of  which  the  name 
Survives  alone  ;  nor  is  there  found  a  mark. 
Whereby  the  curious  paflenger  may  learn 
Her  ample  fite,  lave  coins,  and  mouldering  urns^ 
And  huge  unwieldy  bones,  lalHng  remains 
Of  thai  gigantic  race  ;  which,  as  he  breaks 
'i  he  clotted  glebe,  the  plowman  haply  finds, 
Appall'd.     Upon  that  treacherous  trad  of  land,. 
She  v/hilome  Itood  ;  now  Ceres,  in  her  prime. 
Smiles  fertile,  and  with  ruddieft  freight  bedeck'J^, 
The  apple-tree,  by  our  fore-fathers  blood 

T  3  Bnprov'd, 
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Improv'd,  that  now  recalls  the  devious  Mufc, 
Urging  her  deftin'd  labours  to  purfue. 

The  prudent  will  obferve,  what  paffions  reign 
In  various  plants  (for  not  to  man  alone. 
But  all  the  wide  creation.  Nature  gave 
Love,  and  averfion) :  everlafting  hate 
The  Vine  to  Ivy  bears,  nor  lefs  abhors 
The  Colcvvort's  ranknefs ;  but  with  amorous  twine 
Clafps  the  tall  Elm  :  the  Psftan  Rofe  unfolds 
Her  bud  more  Icvely,  near  the  fetid  Leek, 
(Creft  of  flout  Britons)^  and  inhances  thence 
The  price  of  her  celeftial  fcent :  the  Gourde 
And  thirfty  Cucumber^  when  they  perceive 
Th'  approaching  Olive,  with  refentment  fly 
Her  fatty  fibres,  and  with  tendrils  creep 
Diverfe,  detefting  contaft ;  whilft  the  Fig 
■Contemns  not  Rue,  nor  Sage's  humble  leaf, 
Clofe-neighbouring  :  th'  Heiefordian  plant 
•CarefTes  freely  the  contiguous  Peach, 
Hazel,  and  weight-refifting  Palm,  and  likes 
T*  approach  the  Quince,  and  the  Elder's  pithy  flem ; 
Uneafy,  feated  by  funereal  Yeugh, 
Or  Walnut,  (whofe  malignant  touch  impairs 
All  generous  fruits),  or  near  the  bitter  dews 
Of  Cherries.     Therefore  weigh  the  habits  well. 
Of  plants,  how  they  aflbciate  beft,  nor  let 
111  neighbourhood  corrupt  thy  hopeful  graffs. 

Would'ft  thou  ihy  vats  with  gen'rous  juice  fhould 
froth  ? 
Refpea  thy  orchats ;  think  not,  that  the  trees 

Spontaneous 
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Spontaneous  will  produce  an  whollome  draught. 

Lee  art  correct  thy  breed  :  from  parent  bough 

A  Cyon  meetly  fever :  after,  force 

A  way  into  the  crabftock's  clofe-wrought  grain 

By  wedges,  and  within  the  living  wound 

Enclofe  the  fofter  twig ;  nor  over-nice 

Refiife  with  thy  own  hands  around  to  fpread 

The  binding  clay  :  ere -long  their  differing  veins 

Unite,  and  kindly  nourishment  convey 

To  the  new  pupil ;  now  he  {hoots  his  arms 

With  quickeft  growth  ;  now  Ihake  the  teeming  trunk, 

Down  rain  th'  impurpled  balls,  ambrofial  fruit. 

Whether  the  Wildino['s  fibres  are  contriv'd 

To  draw  th'  earth's  pureft  fpirit,  and  refill 

It's  feculence,  which  in  more  porous  ftocks 

Of  Cyder-plants  finds  paflage  free,  or  elfe 

The  native  verjuice  of  the  Crab,  deriv'd 

Through  th'  infix'd  graff,  a  grateful  mixture  forms 

Of  tart  and  fweet ;  whatever  be  the  caufe. 

This  doubtful  progeny  by  nlceft  tafles 

Expe^Tted  beft  acceptance  finds,  and  pays 

Largeft  revenues  to  the  orchat-lord. 

Some  think  the  Quince  and  Apple  wo'jld  combine   ■ 
In  happy  union  ;  others  fitter  deem 
The  Sloe-ftem  bearing  Sylvan  Plumbs  auflere. 
Who  knows  but  both  may  thrive  ?  howe'er,  what  lofj ' 
To  try  the  powers  of  both,  and  fearch  how  far 
Two  different  natures  may  concur  to  mix 
In  clofe  embraces,  and  ftrange  offspring  bear  ? 
Thou  'It  find  that  plants  will  frequent  changes  try, 

T  4.  Undamag'd^ 
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XJndamag'd,  and  their  marriageable  arms 

Conjoin  with  others.     So  Sikirian  plants 

Admit  the  Peach's  odoriferous  globe, 

-And  Pears  of  fundry  forms  y  at  different  times 

Adopted  Plumbs  will  alien  branches  grace  ; 

And  men  have  gather'd  from  the  Hawthorn's  branch 

Large  Medlars,  imitating  regal  crowns.. 

Nor  is  it  hard  to  beautify  each  month 
With  files  of  particolor'd  fruits,  that  pleafe 
'ihe  tongue,  and  view,  at  once.     So  Maro's  Mufe,. 
Thrice  facred  Mufe  !  commodious  precepts  gives 
Jnftruftive  to  the  fwains,  not  wholly  bent 
On  what  is  gainful :  fometimes  ilie  diverts 
From  folid  counfels,.,  fnews  the  force  of  love 
In  favage  boafts  ;  how  virgin  face  divine 
Attrads  the  helplefs  youth  through  ftorms  and  waves^ 
Alone,  in  deep  of  night:   Then  (he  defcribes 
The  Scythian  winter,  nor  difdains  to  fmg 
How  under  ground  the  rude  Riphaean  race 
Mimic  brilk  Cyder  with  the  brakes  produift  wild  ^ 
Sloes  pounded^  Hips,  and  Servis'  harxheil:  juice,. 

Let  fage  experience  teach  thee  all  the  arts 
OF  grafting  and  in-eyeing  ;  when  to  lop 
The  flowing  branches ;  what  trees  anfwer  beft 
From  root,  or  kernel :  (he  v/ill  beft  the  hours 
(-)f  harvefi:,  and  feed-time  declare ;  by  her 
The  different  qualities  of  things  were  found. 
And  fccret  motions ;  how  with  heavy  bulk 
Volatile  Hermes,  fluid  and  unraoift. 
Mounts  on  the  wings  of  air  >  to  her  we  owe 

The 
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The  Indian  weed  *,  unknown  to  aneient'  times. 
Nature'*  choice  gift,  whofe  acrimonious  fums 
Extraifts  fuperfluous  juices,  and  refines 
The  blood  diftemper'd  from  its  noxious  falts; 
Friend  to  the  fpirits,  which  with  vapors  bland 
It  gently  mitigates,  companioD-  fit 
Of  pleafantr}^,  and  wine ;  nor  to  the  bards- 
Unfriendly^  when  they  to  the  vocal  fhell 
Warble  melodious  their  well-labor'd  fongs. 
She  found  the  polifh'd  glafs,  v/hofe  fmall  convex 
Enlarges  to  ten  millions  of  decrees 
The  mite,  invifible  elfe,  of  Nature's  hand 
Leaft  animal;  and  (hews,  what  laws  of  life 
The  cheefe-inhabitants  obferve,  and  how 
Fabrick  their  manfions  in  the  harden'd  milk. 
Wonderful  artifts  !  but  the  hidden  ways 
Of  Nature  would'ft  thou  know  ?  how  firft  CaG  frame j 
All  things  in  miniature  ?  thy  fpecular  orb 
Apply  to  well-diffefted  kernels ;  lo  ! 
Strange  forms,  arife,  in  each  a  little  plant 
Unfolds  its  boughs  :  obferve  the  (lender  threads 
Of  fijrft  beginning  trees,  their  roots,  their  leaves^ 
In  narrow  feeds  defcrib'd  ;  thou'lt  wondering  fay^^ 
An  inmate  or-<zhat  every  apple  boafts. 
Thus  all  things  by  experience  are  difplay'd. 
And  m.oft  improv'd.     Then  feduloufly  think 
To  meliorate  thy  (lock  ;  no  v^-ay,  or  rule^ 
Eq  unaHay'd  ;  prevent  the  moining  flar 

*  Tobacco* 

AfTiduous, 
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Afliduous,  nor  with  the  weftern  fun 

Surceafe  to  work;  lo  I  thoughtful  of  thy  gain. 

Not  of  my  own,  I  all  the  live-long  day 

Confume  in  meditation  deep,  reclufe 

From  human  converfe,  nor,  at  Ihut  of  eve,' 

Enjoy  repofe ;  but  oft  at  midnight  lamp 

Ply  my  brain-racking  ftudies,  if  by  chance 

Thee  I  may  counfel  right ;  and  oft  this  care 

Dillurbs  me  flumbering.     Wilt  thou  then  repine 

To  labour  for  thyfelf  ?  and  rather  choofe 

To  lie  fupinely,  hoping  Heaven  will  blefs 

Thy  flighted  fruits,  and  give  thee  bread  uncarn'd  ? 

'Twill  profit,  when  the  ilork,  fworn  foe  of  fnakcs. 
Returns,  to  fhew  compaffion  to  thy  plants, 
Fatigu'd  with  breeding.     Let  the  arched  knife 
Well  fharpen'd  now  aflail  the  fpreading  fliades 
Of  vegetables,  and  their  thirfty  limbs 
DiiTever  :  for  the  genial  moifture,  due 
^  o  apples,  otherwife  mifpends  itfelf 
In  barren  twigs,  and  for  th'  expefted  crop, 
Nought  but  vain  fhoots,  and  empty  leaves  abound. 

When  fwelling  buds  their  odorous  foliage  fhed. 
And  gently  harden  into  fruit,  the  wife 
Spare  not  the  little  offsprings,  if  they  grow 
Redundant ;  but  the  thronging  clufters  thin 
By  kind  avulfion  :  elfe  the  ftarveling  brood. 
Void  of  fufhcient  fuftenance,  will  yield 
A  flender  autumn  ;  which  the  niggard  foul 
Too  late  fhall  weep,  and  curfe  his  thrifty  hand. 
That  would  not  timely  eafe  the  ponderous  boughs. 

It 
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It  much  conduces,  all  tlie  cares  to  know 
Of  gardening,  how  to  fcare  nofturnal  thieves. 
And  how  the  little  race  of  birds  that  hop 
From  fpray  to  fpray,  fcooping  the  coftliefl:  fruit 
Infatiate,  undifturb'd.     Priapus*  form 
Avails  but  little  ;  rather  guard  each  rovf 
With  the  falfe  terrors  of  a  breathlefs  kite. 
This  done,  the  timorous  flock  with  fwifteft  wing 
Scud  through  the  air  ;  their  fancy  reprefents 
His  mortal  talons,  and  his  ravenous  beak 
Deftru<flive ;  glad  to  fliun  his  hoftile  gripe. 
They  quit  their  thefts,  and  unfrequent  the  fields, 

Befides,  the  filthy  fwinc  will  oft  invade 
Thy  firm  inclofure,  and  with  delving  fnout 
The  rooted  foreft  undermine  :  forthwith 
Halloo  thy  furious  mailiff,  bid  him  vex 
The  noxious  herd,  and  print  upon  their  ears, 
A  fad  memorial  of  their  paft  offence. 

The  flagrant  Procyon  will  not  fail  to  bring 
Large  Ihoals  of  flow  houfe-bearing  fnails  that  creep 
O'er  the  ripe  fruitage,  paring  flimy  trades 
In  the  fleek  rinds,  and  unprefl:  Cyder  drink. 
No  art  averts  this  pefl: ;  on  thee  it  lies. 
With  morning  and  with  evening  hand  to  rid 
The  preying  reptiles  ;  nor,  if  wife,  wilt  thou 
Decline  this  labour,  which  itfelf  rewards 
With  pleafing  gain,  whilft  the  warm  limbec  draws 
Salubrious  waters  from  the  nocent  brood. 

Myriads  of  wafps  now  alfo  cluftering  hang. 
And  drain  a  fpurious  honey  from  thy  groves. 

Their 
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Their  winter  food ;  though  oft  repuls'd,  agaire 
They  rally,  undifmay'd  ;  but  fraud  with  eafe 
Enfnares  the  noifome  fvvarms ;  let  every  bough 
Bear  frequent  vials,  pregnant  with  the  dreo-s 
Of  Moyle,  or  Mum,  or  Treacle's  vifcous  juice; 
They,  by  th'  alluring  odor  drav/n,  in  haile 
Fly  to  the  dulcet  cates,  and  crouding  fip 
Theii  palatable  bane  ;  joyful  thou  'it  fee 
The  clammy  furface  all  o'er-ftrown  with  tribes. 
Of  greedy  infeds,  that  with  fruitlefs  toil 
Flap  filmy  pennons  oft,  to  extricate 
Their  feet,  in  liquid  fhackles  boun.l,  till  death 
Bereave  them  of  their  worthlefs  fouls :    fuch  doon^ 
Waits  luxury,   and  lawlefs  love  of  gain  ! 

ffowe'er  thou  may'ft  forbid  external  forcCj 
Inteftine  evils  will  prevail ;  damp  airs. 
And  raiuy  winters,   to  the  centre  pierce 
The  firmeft  fruits,  and  hy  unfeen  decay 
The  proper  relifh  vitiate :   then  the  grub 
Oft  unobferv'd  invades  the  vital  core. 
Pernicious  tenant,  and  her  fecret  cave- 
Enlarges  hourly,  preying  on  the  pulp 
Ceafelefs  ;   meanwhile  the  apple's  outward  fonir 
Deledable  the  v/itlefs  f.vain  beguiles. 
Till,   with  a  writhen  mouth,  and  fpattering  noife,. 
He  taftes  the  bitter  morfel,   and  rejefts 
Difrelilht;  not  vv'ith  lefs  furprize,  than  when 
Embattled  troops  with  flowing  banners  pafs 
Through  flowery  meads  delighted,  nor  dilbufl: 
The  fmiling  fuiface^  whilit  the  cavern'd  ground,. 

With 
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With  grain  incentive  ftor'd,  by  fudden  blaze 
Burfts  fatal,  and.  involves  the  hopes  of  war. 
In  fiery  whirls  ;  full  of  viftorious  thoughts. 
Torn  and  ^ifmembred,   they  aloft  expire. 

Now  turn  thine  ^ye  to  view  Alcinous'  groves. 
The  pride  of  the  Phaeacian  ille,  from  whence. 
Sailing  the  fpaces  of  the  boundlefs  deep. 
To  Ariconiura  precious  fruits  arriv'd  ; 
The  Pippin  burnilht  o'er  u  ith  gold,  the  Moyle 
Of  fvveetefi  honeyed  tafte,  the  fair  Permain 
Temper'd,  like  comlieft  nymph,  with  red  and  white, 
Salopian  acres  fiourifh  with  a  growth 
Peculiar,  flyl'd  the  Ottley  :  be  thou  firlt 
This  Apple  to  tranfplant,  if  to  the  name 
Its  merit  anfwers,  no  where  fhalt  thou  find 
A  wine  more  priz'd,  or  laudable  of  tafte. 
Nor  does  the  Eliot  leaft  deferve  thy  care. 
Nor  John-Apple,  whcfe  wither'd  rind,  intrencht 
With  many  a  furrow,  aptly  reprefents 
Decrepid  age,  nor  that  from  Harvey  nam'd, 
Quick-relilhing  :  why  fhould  we  fing  the  Thrift, 
Codling,  or  Pomroy,  or  of  pimpled  coat 
The  Ruflet,  or  the  Cat's-Head's  weighty  orb. 
Enormous  in  its  growth,  for  various  ufe 
Though  thefe  are  meet,  though  after  full  repaft 
Are  oft  requir'd,  and  crown  the  rich  defTert  ? 

Wlut,  though  the  Pear-tree  rival  not  the  worth 
Of  Ariconian  produfts  ?  yet  her  freight 
Is  not  contemn'd,  yet  her  wide-branching  arms 
£eft  fcreen  thy  manfion  from  the  fervent  Dog 

Adverfe 
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Adverfe  to  life ;  the  wintery  hurricanes 

In  vain  employ  their  roar,  her  trunk  unmov'd 

Breaks  tlie  ftrong  onfet,  and  controls  their  rage* 

Chiefly  the  Boibury^  whofe  large  increafe^ 

Annual,  in  fumptuous  banquets  claims  applaufe* 

Thrice-a£Geptable  beverage  !  could  but  art 

Subdue  the  floating  lee,  Pomona's  felf 

Would  dread  thy  praife,.  and  fhun  the  dubious  ftriTe,. 

Be  it  thy  choice,  when  fummer-heats  annoy,. 

To  fit  beneath  her  leafy  canopy. 

Quaffing  rich  liquids !  oh  !  how  fweet  t'  enjoy. 

At  once  her  fruits,  and  hofpitable  fhade  ! 

But  how  with  equal  numbers  fhail  we  match 
The  Mulk's  furpafling  worth  ;  that  earlieft  givea. 
Sure  hopes  of  racy  wine,  and  in  its  youth,^ 
Its  tender  nonage,  loads  the  fpreading  boughs 
With  large  and  juicy  of&pring,  that  defies- 
The  vernal  nippings,.  and  cold  fyderal  blafts  I 
Yet  let  her  to  the  Red-Ilreak  yield,,  that  once 
Was  of  the  Sylvan  kind,  unci\  iiiz'd,. 
Of  no  regard,  till  Scudamore's  fkilful  hand 
Jmprov'd  her,  and  by  courtly  difcipline 
Taught  her  the  favage  n?lure  to  forget: 
Hence  ftyl'd  the  Scudamorean  plant;  whofe  wine* 
Whoever  taftes,  let  him  with  grateful  heart 
Refpeft  that  ancient  loyal  houfe,  and  wifh 
The  nobler  peer,,  that  now  tranfcends  our  hopes 
In  early  worth,  his  country's  julteft  pride. 
Uninterrupted  joy,  and  health  entire. 

Let  every  tree  in  every  garden. own. 

The 
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The  Red-ftreak  as  fupreme,  whofe  pulpcus  fruit 
With  gold  irradiate,  and  vermilion  fhines 
Tempting,  not  fatal,,  as  the  birth  of  that 
Primaeval  interdifted  plant  that  won 
Fond  Eve  in  haplefs  hour  to  taile,  and  die^ 
This,  of  more  bounteous  influence,  infpires 
Poetic  raptures,  and  the  lowly  Mufe 
Kindles  to  loftier  llrains ;  eveu  I  perceive 
Her  facred  virtue.     See  !  the  numbers  fiow 
Eafv,  whilfl",  chear'd  with  her  hec^lareous  juice>, 
Hers,  and  my  country's  praifes  I  exalt. 
Hail  Herefordian  plant,,  that  doft  difdain 
All  other  fields  I  Heaven's  fweeteft  bleffing,.  hail  l- 
Be  thou  the  copious  matter  of  my  fong,. 
And  thy  choice  Nedlar ;  on  which  always  wait* 
Laughter>  and  fport,  and  care-beguiling  wit,. 
And  friendship,  chief  delight  of  human  life.. 
What  ftiould  we  wilh  for  more  ?  or  why,  in  queft. 
Of  foreign  vintage^  infmcere,.  and  mixt, 
Traverfe  th'  extremeft  world  ?.  why  tempt  the  rags 
Of  the  rough  ocean  ?  when  our  native  glebe 
Imparts,  from  bounteous  womb,,  annual  recruiti 
Of  wine  dele(f^able,   that  far  furmounts 
Gallic,  or  Latin  Grapes>  or  thofe  that  fee 
The  fetting  fun  near  Calpc's  towering  height. 
Nor  let  the  Rhodian,,  nor  the  Lefbian  vines 
Vaunt  their  rich  Muft,   nor  let  Tokay  contend 
For  fovereignty  ;   Phana^us  fclf  muft  bow 
To  th'  Ariconian  vales  :    And  fhall  we  doubt 
T'  improve  our.  vegetable  wealthy  or  let 

The 
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The  foil  He  idle,  which,  with  fit  manure. 
With  largeft  ufury  repay,  alone 
Impowered  to  fupply  what  Nature  afks 
Frugal,  or  what  nice  appetite  requires  ? 
The  meadows  here,  with  battening  ooze  enrich'd, 
Cive  fpirit  to  the  grafs  ;   three  cubits  high 
The  jointed  herbage  Ihoots  j   th'  unfallow'd  glebe 
Yearly  o'ercomes  the  granaries  with  ftore 
Of  golden  wheat,  the  ftrength  of  human  life. 
Lo,  on  auxiliary  poles,  the  Hops 
Afcending  fpiral,  rang'd  in  meet  array  ! 
Lo,  how  the  arable  with  barley-grain 
Stands  thick,  o'erfhadow'd,  to  the  thirfty  hind 
Tranfporting  profpeft  I    thefe,  as  modern  ufe 
Ordains,  infus'd,   an  auburn  drink  compofe, 
Wholefome,  of  deathlefs  fame.     Here,  to  the  fight. 
Apples  of  price,  and  plenteous  fneaves  of  corn. 
Oft  interlac'd  occur,  and  both  imbibe 
Fitting  congenial  juice  ;   fo  rich  the  foil. 
So  much  does  frucluous  moifture  o'er-abound  ! 
Nor  are  the  hills  unamiable,   whofe  tops 
To  heaven  afpire,  affording  profped  fweet 
To  human  ken  ;  nor  at  their  feet  the  vales 
Defcending  gently,  where  the  lowing  herd 
Chew  verdurous  paflure  ;  nor  the  yellow  fields 
Gaily'  enterchang'd,  with  rich  variety 
Pleafing;  as  when  an  Emerald  green,  enchas'd 
In  flamy  gold,  from  the  bright  niafs  acquires 
A  nobler  hue,  more  delicate  to  fight. 
Next  add  the  Sylvan  fhades,  and  fiknt  groves, 
..     •  (Haunt 
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(Haunt  of  the  Druids)  whence  the  earth  is  fed 
With  copious  fuel ;  whence  the  fturdy  oak, 
A  prince's  refuge  once,  th'  eternal  guard 
Of  England's  throne,  by  f.veating  peafants  fell'd. 
Stems  the  vail  main,  and  bears  tremendous  war 
To  diftant  nations,  or  with  fov'ran  fway 
Awes  the  divided  world  to  peace  and  love. 
Why  (hould  the  Chalybes,  or  Bilboa  boaft 
Their  hardened  iron  ;  when  our  mines  produce 
As  perfed  martial  ore  ?  can  Tmolus'  head 
Vie  with  our  faffron  odors  ?  or  the  fleece 
Eatic,  or  finefl  Tarentine,  compare 
With  Lemfter's  filken  wool  ?  where  fhall  we  find 
Men  more  undaunted,  for  their  country's  weal 
More  prodigal  of  life  ?  in  ancient  days 
The  Roman  legions,  and  great  Caefar,  found 
Our  fathers  no  mean  foes ;  and  CreiTy's  plains. 
And  Agincourt,  deep-ting'd  with  blood,  confefs 
What  the  Silures  vigor  unwithilood 
Could  do  in  rigid  fight ;  and  chiefly  what 
JBrydges'  wide-walling  hand,  firft  garter'd  Knight, 
PuilTant  author  of  great  Chandos'  ftera. 
High  Chandos,  that  tranfmits  paternal  worth,  / 
Prudence,  and  ancient  prowefs,  and  renown, 
T'  his  noble  offspring.     O  thrice-happy  peer! 
That,  bleft  with  hoary  vigor,  vicw'ft  thyfcif 
Frefn  blooming  in  thy  generous  fon ;  whofe  lips, 
F^owing  with  nervous  eloquence  exacl. 
Charm  the  wife  vSenate,  and  attention  win 
In  deepcll  councils :  Ariconium  plcas'd. 

Vol.  XVII.  U  Him, 
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Him,  as  her  chofen  worthy,  firft  falates. 
Him  on  th'  Iberian,  on  the  Gallic  iliore. 
Him  harJy  Eritoas  blefs;  his  faithful  hand 
Conveys  new  courage  from  afar,  nor  more 
The  General's  condud,  than  his  care  avails. 

Thee  alfo,  glorious  branch  of  Cecil's  line. 
This  country  claims ;  with  pride  and  joy  to  thee 
Thy  Aiterennis  calls :  yet  (he  indures 
Patient  thy  abfence,  fmce  thy  priident  choice 
Has  fix'd  thee  in  tlie  Mufes'  faireft  feat  *, 
Where  +  Aid  rich  reigns,  and  from  his  endlefs  florc 
Of  univerfai  knowledge  ftill  fupplies 
His  noble  care;  he  generous  thoughts  inftils 
Of  true  nobility,  their  country's  love, 
(Chief  end  of  life)  and  forms  their  duftile  mindi 
To  human  virtues  by  his  genius  led> 
Thou  foon  in  eyery  art  pre-eminent 
Shalt  grace  this  iHe,  and  rife  to  Burleigh's  fame. 

Hail  high-born  peer  !  and  thou,  great  nurfe  of  arts^ 
And  men,  from  whence  confpicuoas  patriots  fpring,. 
Hanrner^  and  Bromley ;  thou,  to  whom  with  due 
Refpect  Wintonia  bov.s,  and  joyful  owns 
Thy  mitred  off'jpring ;  be  for  ever  bleft 
With  like  examples,  and  to  future  times 
Proficuous,  fuch  a  race  of  men  produce,. 
As,  in  the  caufe  of  virtue  lirm,  mav  fix 
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Her  throne  inviolate.     Hear,  ye  Gods,  this  vow 
From  one,  the  meanefl  in  her  numerous  train ; 
Though  meaneft,  not  lead  ftudious  of  her  praife. 
Mule,  raife  thy  voice  to  Beaufort's  fpotlefs  fanie. 

To  Beaufort,  in  a  long  defcent  derived 

From  royal  anceftry,  of  kingly  rights 

Faithful  afferters,.  in  him  centering  meet 

Their  glorious  virtues,  high  defert  from  pride 

Disjoin'd,  unfhaken  honour,  and  contempt 

Of  ftrong  allurements.     O  illaftrious  prince!. 

O  thou  of  ancient  faith !  exulting,  thee. 

In  her  fair  lift  this  happy  land  inrolls. 

Who  can  refufe  a  tributary  verfe 

To  Weymouth,  firmeft  friend  of  flighted  Vv^orth 

In  evil  days  ?  whofe  hofpitabk  gate, 

Unbarr'd  to  all,  invites  a  numerous  train 

Of  daily  gueils ;  v^hofe  board,,  v/iih  plenty  crown'd. 

Revives  the  feaft-rites  old  :  meanwhile  his  care 

Forgets  not  the  afHifted,  but  content 

In  ads  of  fecrct  goodnefs,  iliuns  the  praife,. 

That  fure  attends.     Permit  me,  bounteous  lord». 

To  blazon  what  though  hid  will  beauteous  (bine,, 

And  with  thy  name  to  dignify  my  fong. 

But  who  is  he,  that  on  the  winding  itream 
Of  Vaga  firil  d.^w  vital  breath,  and  now 
-Approv'd  in  Anna's  fecret  councils  fits,. 
V/eighing  the  fum  of  things,  with  wife  forccall 
Solicitous  of  public  good  ?  how  large 
His  rr.ind  that  comprehends  whate'er  was  known 
To  eld,  cr  prefent  time ;  yet  not  clate> 

U  z.  Not 
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Not  confcious  of  its  Ikiil  ?  what  praife  deferves 
His  liberal  hand,  that  gathers  but  to  give. 
Preventing  fait  ?  O  not  unthankful  Mufe, 
Hiip  lowly  reverence,  that  fihl  deign'd  to  hear 
Thy  pipe,  and  flireen'd  thee  from  opprobrious  tongues. 
Acknowledge  thy  own  Harhy,  and  his  name 
Infcribs  on  every  bark.;  the  wounded  plants 
Will  faft  increafe,  falter  thy  juft  refpedl. 

Such  are  our  heroes,  by  their  virtues  knov/n. 
Or  ikill  in  peace,  and  war  :  of  fofter  mold 
The  female  fex,  with  fweet  attradtive  airs 
Subdue  obdurate  hearts.     The  travellers  oft. 
That  view  their  matchlefs  forms  with  tranfient  glance. 
Catch  fudden  love,  and  figh  for  nymph.s  unknown, 
Smit  with  the  magic  of  their  eyes  :  nor  hath 
The  dicdal  hand  of  Nature  onl\'  pour'd 
Her  gifts  of  outward  grace  ;  their  innocence 
TJnfeign'd,  and  virtue  moft  engaging,  free 
From  pride,  or  artiiic,  long  joys  aifond 
To  th'  honeft  nuptial  bed,  and  in  the  wane 
Of  lite,  rebate  the  miferies  of  a?e. 
And  is  there  found  a  wretch  fo  bafe  of  mind. 
That  woman's  powerful  beauty  dares  condemn, 
Exafteft  work  of  H-^aven  ?  He  ill  deferves 
Or  love,  or  pity  ;  friendlefs  let  him  fee 
Uneafy,  tedious  day,  defpis'd,   forlorn. 
As  {lain  of  human  race :  hut  may  the  man. 
That  chearfully  recounts  the  female's  praife. 
Find  equal  love,  and  love's  untainted  fweets 
JEnjoy  with  honour!  O,  ye  Godsi  might  I 

Elea 


CYDER.       Book!.  293 

Eledl  my  fate,  my  happieft  choice  fhould  be 
A  fair  and  modeft  virgin,  that  invites 
With  afped  chafte,  forbidding  loofe  defire,. 
Tenderly  fmiling  ;  in  whofe  ]ica\  enly  eye 
Sits  parell  love  enthron'd  :  but  if  the  ftars 
Malignant  thefe  ray  better  hopes  oppofe. 
May  I,  at  kail,  the  facred  pleafures  kno\v^ 
Of  ftnifteft  amity  ;.  nor  ever  want 
A  friend,  with  whom  I  mutually  may  fliare 
Gladnefs  and  anguiih,  by  kind  intercourfc 
Of  fpeech,  and  ofhces..    May  in  my  mind,. 
Indelible  a  grateful  fenfe  remain. 
Of  favours  undeferv'd! — O  thou  I  from  whom 
Gladly  both  rich  and  low-  (cck  aid  ;  moft  v.ife 
Interpreter  of  right,,  whofe  gracious  voice 
Breathes  equity,  and  curbs  too  rigid  law 
With  mild,  impartial  reafon  ;.  w-hat  returns 
Of  thanks  ar^  due  to  thy  beneficence 
Freely  vouchfaf'd,  when  to  the  gates  of  death 
I  tended  prone  ?  if  tliy  indulgent  care 
Had  not  preven'd,  among  unbody'd  (hades 
I  now  had  wandcr'd;.  and  thefe  empty  thoughts-. 
Of  apples  perilh'd;   but,  iiprais'd  by  thee, 
I  tune  ray  pipe  afrefh,  each  night  and  day. 
Thy  unexampled  gcodnefs  to  extol 
Defirous ;  but  nor  night,,  nor  day,  fufnce 
For  that  great  taik  ;  the  highly-honour'd  name 
or  Trevor  muf>  employ  my  v.illing  thoughts- 
Inceflant,  dv.ell  for  ever  on  my  tongue.. 
Let  me  grateful ;  but  let  far  from  me.^ 

U  3  B« 
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-Be  fawxiing  cringe,  and  falfe  dilTembling  look. 

And  fervile  flattery,  that  harbours  oft 

In  courts  and  gilded  roofs.     Some  loofe  the  bands 

Of  ancient  friendfnipj  cancel  Nature's  laws 

For  pageantr}',  and  tawdry  gewgaws.     Some 

Renounce  their  fires,  oppofe  paternal  right 

For  rule  and  power;  and  others  realms  invade 

With  fpecious  fhews  of  love.     This  traiterous  wretch 

Betrays  his  fovereign.     Others,  deftitute 

Of  real  zeal,  to  every  altar  bend 

By  lucre  fway'd,  and  aCl  the  bafeft  things 

To  be  ftyl'd  honourable  :  the  honeli  man. 

Simple  of  heart,  prefers  inglorious  want 

To  ill-got  wealth  j  rather  from  door  to  door, 

A  jocund  pilgrim,  though  uiilrefs'd,  he  '1\  rove. 

Than  break  his  plighted  faith;  nor  fear,  nor  hope. 

Will  fhock  his  ftedfaft  foul ;  rather  debarr'd 

Each  common  privilege,  cat  off  from  hopes 

Of  meaneft  gain,  of  prefent  goods  defpoil'd. 

He  '"11  bear  the  marks  of  infamy  contemn'd, 

Unpity'd  ;   yet  his  mind,  of  evil  pure. 

Supports  him,  and  intention  free  from  fraud. 

If  no  retinue  with  obfervant  eyes 

Attend  him,  if  he  can't  with  purple  ftain 

Of  cum.brous  veilm.ents,  labor'd  o'er  with  gold. 

Dazzle  the  crowd,  and  fet  them  all  agape ; 

Yet  clad  in  homely  weeds,  from  envy's  darts 

Rem.ote  he  lives,  nor  knows  the  nightly  pangs 

Of  confcience,  nor  with  fpeif^res*  griily  forms, 

Dxmons,  and  injur'd  fouls,  atclofeofday  - 

-    -  Aniioy'd, 
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Annoy'd,  fad  interrupted  {lumbers  finds* 

But  (as  a  child,  whofe  iaxperienc'd  age 

Nor  evil  purpofe  fears,  nor  knows)  enjoys 

Night's  fweet  refreihment>  humid  fleep  fmcere* 

V/hen  Chanticleer,  with  clarion  fnrill,  recalls 

The  tardy  day,  he  to  his  labours  hies 

Gladfome,  intent  on  fomewhat  that  may  eafe 

Unhealthy  mortals,  and  with  curious  fearch 

Examines  all  the  properties  of  herbs, 

Foflils,  and  minerals,  that  th'  embowel'd  earth 

Difplays,  if  by  his  induftry  he  can 

Benefit  human  race  ;  or  elfe  his  thoughts 

Are  cxercis'd  with  fpeculations  deep 

Of  good,  and  juft,  and  meet,  and  th'  wholefomc  rules 

Of  temperance,  and  aught  that  may  improve 

The  moral  life ;  not  fedulous  to  rail 

Nor  with  envenom'd  tongue  to  blafl  the  fame 

Of  harmlefs  men,  or  fecret  whifpers  fpread 

'Mong  faithful  friends,  to  breed  diftruil  and  hate. 

Studious  of  virtue,  he  no  life  oblervcc. 

Except  his  own  ;  his  ov/n  employs  his  cares. 

Large  fubjecft !  that  he  labours  to  refine 

Daily,  nor  of  his  little  flock  denies 

Fit  alms  to  Lazars,  merciful  and  meek. 

Thus  facred  Virgil  liv'd  from  courtly    ice. 
And  bates  of  pompous  Rome  fecure ;   at  court. 
Still  thoughtful  of  the  rural  honcll  life. 
And  how  t'  improve  his  grounds,  and  how  himfclf  i 
Eeft  poet !  fit  exemplar  for  the  tribe 

U  4.  Of 
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Of  Photbus,  nor  lefe  fit  Msconides, 

Poor  eyelefs  pilgrim  !  and,  if  after  thefe. 

If  after  thefe  another  I  may  narae^ 

Thus  tender  Spenfer  liv'd,  with  mean  repail 

Content,  deprefs'd  by  penury,  and  pine 

In  foreign  realm  :  yet  not  debas'd  his  verfe 

By  fortune's  frowns.     And  had  that  other  bard  % 

Oh,  had  but  he,  that  nrft  ennobled  fong 

With  holy  rapture,  like  his  Abdiel  been ; 

"Mong  many  laithlefs,  ilrictly  faithful  found ; 

Unpity'd,  he  fnoaid  not  have  waii'd  his  orbs. 

That  roll'd  ia  vain  to  find  the  piercing  ray. 

And  found  no  dawn,  by  dim  fufFufion  veiFd ! 

B"ut  he — ^however,  let  the  Mufe  abllain. 

Nor  blaft  his  fame,  from  whom  CriQ  learnt  to  fmg 

In  much  ififerior  ifrains,  groveling  beneath 

Th'  Olympian  hill,  on  plains,  and  vales  intent^ 

Mean  follower.     There  let  her  reft  a-while, 

Pkas'd  with  the  fragrant  v/alks^  and  cool  retreat.. 

*    M'ltOB, 
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OHarcourt,  whom  th'  ingenuous  love  of  arts 
Has  carry'd  from  thy  native  foil^  beyond 
Th'  eternal  Alpine  fnov/s,  and  now  detains 
In  Italy's  wafte  realms^  how  long  rnuil  we 
Lament  thy  abfence  ?  whilft  in  fweet  fojourn 
Thou  view'ft  the  reliques  of  old  Rome ;  or,  what 
"L'nrival'd  authors  by  their  prefence  made 
For  ever  venerable,  rural  feats, 
Tibur,  and  Tufculum,  or  Virgil's  urn. 
Green  with  immortal  bays,  which  haply  thou,, 
Refpecting  his  great  name,  doft  now  approach 
With  bended  knee,  and  ft  row  with  purple  flowers; 
Unmindful  of  thy  friends,  that  ill  can  brook 
This  long  defey.     At  length,  dear  youth,  return. 
Of  wit,  and  judgment  ripe  in  blooming  years. 
And  Britain's  iflc  with  Latian  knowledge  grace* 
Return,  and  ht  thy  father's  worth  excite 
Thirft  of  pre-eminence ;  fee  I  how  the  caufe 
Of  widows,  and  of  orphans,  he  afferts 
With  winning  rhetoric,  and  well-argu'd  law  I 
Mark  well  his  footfteps,  and,  like  him,  deferve- 
Thy  prince's  favour,,  and  thy  country's  love. 

Meanwhile  (although  the  MafTic  grape  delights 
Pregnant  of  racy  juice,  and  Formian  hills 
Temper  thy  cups,  yet)  wilt  not  thou  rejed 

Thy 
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Thy  native  liquors :  lo  !  for  thee  my  mill 
Now  grinds  choice  apples,  and  the  Britifh  vats 
O'erfiow  with  generous  cyder ;  far  remote 
Accept  this  labour,  nor  defpife  the  Mufe, 
That,  paiTmg  lands  and  feas,  on  thee  attends. 

Thus  far  of  trees  :  the  pleaiing  ta{k  remains. 
To  fmg  of  wines,  and  autumn's  bleft  increafe. 
Th'  effeds  of  art  are  fhewn,  yet  what  avails 
'Gainft  Heaven  ?  oft,  notwithftanding  all  thy  care 
To  help  thy  plants,  when  the  fmali  fruitery  feems 
Exempt  from  ills,  an  oriental  blall 
DifaftrOQS  flies,  foon  as  the  hind  fatigued 
Unyokes  his  team  ;  the  tender  freight,  unfkili'd 
To  bear  the  hot  difeafe,  didemper'd  pines 
In  the  year's  prime  ;  the  deadly  plague  annoys 
The  wide  inclofure  :  think  not  vainly  now 
To  treat  thy  neighbours  with  mellifluous  cups. 
Thus  difappointed.     If  the  former  years 
Exhibit  no  fuppiies,  alas !  thou  mull 
With  taftelefs  water  walh  thy  droughty  throat, 

A  thoufand  accidents  the  farmer's  hopes 
Subvert,  or  check ;  uncertain  all  his  toil. 
Till  lafty  autumn's  luke-warm  days  allay'd 
With  gentle  colds,   infenfibly  confirm 
His  ripening  labours  :  autumn  to  the  fruits 
Earth's  various  lap  produces,  vigour  gives 
Equal,  intenerating  milky  grain. 
Berries,  and  iTcy-dy'd  Plumbs,  and  what  in  coat 
Rough,  or  foft  rin'd,  or  bearded  hulk,  or  fheil; 
Fat  Olives,  and  Piilacio's  fragrant  nut. 

And 


CYDER.      Book  II.  299 

And  the  Pine's  tafteful  Apple  :  autumn  paints 

Aufonian  hills  with  Grapes  ;  whilft  Englifh  plains 

Blufh  with  pomaceous  harvefts,  breathing  fweets. 

O  let  me  now,  when  the  kind  early  dew 

Unlocks  th'  embofom'd  odors,  walk  among 

The  well-rang'd  files  of  trees,  whofe  full-ag'd  ftore 

Diffufe  Ambroiial  fleams,  than  Myrrh,  or  Nard, 

More  grateful,  or  perfuming  flowery  Bean! 

Soft  whifpering  airs,  and  the  lark's  mattin  fong 

Then  woo  to  inufing,  and  becalm  the  mind 

Perplex'd  with  irkfome  thoughts.     Thrice  happy  time, 

Beft  portion  of  the  various  year,  in  which 

Nature  rejoiceth,  fmiiing  on  her  works 

Lovely,  to  full  perfedion  wrought !  but  ah  ! 

Short  are  our  joys,  and  neighbouring  griefs  diflurb 

Our  pleafant  hours!  inclement  winter  dwells 

Contiguous ;  forthwith  frofty  blafts  deface 

The  blithfome  year  :  trees  of  their  fliriverd  fruits 

Are  widow'd,  dreary  ftorms  o'er  all  prevail  I 

Now,  now  's  the  time,  ere  hafty  funs  forbid 

To  work,  difburden  thou  thy  faplefs  wood 

Of  its  rich  progeny ;  the  turgid  fruit 

Abounds  with  mellow  liquor  :  now  exhort 

Thy  hinds  to  exercife  the  pointed  fteel 

On  the  hard  rock,  and  give  a  wheely  form 

To  the  expected  grinder  :  now  prepare 

Materials  for  thy  mill  j  a  fturdy  poll 

Cylindric,  to  fupport  the  grinder's  v/eight 

ExcelTive  ;  and  a  flexile  fallow,  entrenched. 

Rounding,  capacious  of  the  juicy  hord. 

Nox 
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Nor  muft  thou  not  be  mindful  of  thy  prefs. 
Long  ere  the  vintage  ;  but  with'  timely  care 
Shave  the  goat's  ihaggy  beard,  left  thou  too  late 
In  vain  (bould'ft  feek  a  ftrainer  to  difpart 
The  hullcy,  terrene  dregs,  from  purer  Muft, 
Be  cautious  next  a  proper  fteed  to  find, 
Whofe  prime  is  paft ;  the  vigorous  horfe  difdains- 
Such  fervile  labours,  or,  if  forc'd,  forgets 
His  paft  atchievements,  and  viftorious  palms. 
Blind  Bayard  rather,  worn  with  work,  and  years^ 
Shall  roll  th'  unwieldy  ftone ;.  with  fober  pace 
He  'II  tread  the  circling  path  till  dev/y  eve,. 
From  early  day-fpring,  pleas'd  to  find  his  age 
Declining  not  unufeful  to  his  lord. 

Some,  when  the  prefs,  by  utmoft  vigour  fcrew'd^. 
Has  drain'd  the  pulpous  mafs,  regale  their  fvvine 
With  the  dry  refufe  ;  thou,  more  wife,  fnalt  fteep 
Thy  hulks  in  water,  and  again  employ 
The  ponckrous  engine.     Water  will  imbibe 
The  fmall  remains  of  fpirit,.  and  acquire 
A  vinous  flavour ;  this  the  peafants  blithe 
Will  quaff,  and  whiftle,  as  thy  tinkling  team 
They  drive,  and  fing  of  Fufca's  radiant  eyes, 
Pleas'd  with  the  medley  draught..    Nor  (halt  thou  now= 
Reje<fi  the  Apple-cheefe,  though  quite  exhauft  ; 
Even  now  'twill  cheriih,  and  improve  the  roots 
Of  fickiy  plants;  new  vigour  hence  convey 'd. 
Will  yield  an  harveft  of  unufual  growth. 
Such  profit,  fprings  from  huiks  difcieetly  us'd  !: 

The- 
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The  tender  apples,  from  their  parents  rent 

■By  ftormy  ftiocks,  mud  not  negleded  lie. 

The  prey  of  worms :  A  frugal  man  1  knew. 

Rich  in  one  barren  acre,  which,  fubdued 

Ey  ep-dlefs  culture,  with  fufficient  MuA 

His  calks  replenifn'd  yearly  :  he  no  more 

Defir'd,  nor  wanted  ;  diligent  to  learn 

The  various  feafons,  and  by  (kill  repel 

Invading  pefts,  fuccefsful  in  his  cares. 

Till  the  damp  Libyan  wind,  with  tem.pefts  arm'd 

Outrageous,  blufter'd  horrible  amldd 

Kis  Cyder-grove  :  o'erturn'd  by  furious  blafts. 

The  fightly  ranks  fall  proilrate,  and  around 

Their  fruitage  fcatter'd,  from  the  genial  boughs 

Stript  immature  :  yet  did  he  not  repine. 

Nor  curfe  his  liars;   but  prudent,  his  fallen  heaps 

CoUefting,  cherifti'd  with  the  tepid  wreaths 
Of  tedded  grafs,  and  the  fun's  mellowing  beams 
Rival'd  with  artful  heats,  and  thence  procur'd 
A  coftly  liquor,  by  improving  time, 
Equal'd  with  what  the  happiell  vintage  bears. 

But  this  I  warn  thee,  and  fhall  always  warn. 
No  heterogeneous  mixtures  ufe,  as  fome 
^Vith  -vatery  turnips  have,  debas'd  their  wines. 
Too  frugal ;  nor  let  the  crude  humours  dance 
In  heated  brafs,  fteaming  with  fire  intenfe  ; 
Although  Devonia  much  commends  the  ufe 
Of  ftrengthening  Vulcan  ,  v/ith  their  native  ilrenf>th 
Thy  wines  fufficient,  other  aid  refufe  ; 
And,  when  th'  allotted  orb  of  time  's  compleat. 

Are 
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Are  more  commended  than  the  labour'd  diinks> 

Nor  let  thy  avarice  tempt  thee  to  uithdraw 
The  prieiVs  appointed  fliare;.  with  chearful  heart 
The  tenth  of  tliy  increafe  beftow,  and  own 
Heaven's  bounteous  goodnefs^  that  wiil  fure  repair 
Thy  grateful  duty  :  this  neglected ^  fear 
Signal  avengeance,  fuch  as  overtook 
A  mifer,  that  unjuftly  once  withheld 
The  clergy's  due  :  relying  on  himfelf. 
His  fields  he  tended,  with  fuccefslefs  care,. 
Early  and  late,  when  or  unwifi:i'd-fcr  rain 
Defcended,  or  unfeafonable  frofts 
Curb'd  his  increafmg  hopes;  or^  when  around! 
7'he  clouds  dropt  fatnefs,  in  the  middle  fky 
The  dew  fufpended  ftaid,  and  left  unmoiil 
His  execrable  glebe  :  recording  this. 
Be  juftj  and  wife,  and  tremble  to  tranfgrefs^ 

Learn  nov/  the  promife  of  the  coming  year,. 
To  know,  that  by  no  flattering  figns  abus'd. 
Thou  wifely  may'ft  provide  :  the  various  moor^ 
Prophetic,  and  attendant  ftars,  explain 
Each  riiing  dawn  ;  ere  icy  crults  furraount 
The  current  dream,  the  heavenly  orbs  ferene 
Tv/inkle  with  trembling  rays,  and  Cynthia  glows- 
With  li^ht  unfully'd  :  now  the  fowler,  warn'd 
By  thefe  good  omens,  with  fwift  early  fteps 
Treads  the  crimp  earth,,   ranging  through  fields  and 

glades 
Ciienfive  to  the  birds :  fulphureous  death 
Checks  their  mid  flighty  and  heedkfs  while  they  flrain 

Thci? 
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Their  tuneful  throats,  the  towering^  heavy  lead> 
O'ertakes  their  fpeed  ;  they  leave  their  little  lives 
Above  the  clouds,  precipitant  to  earth. 

The  woodcocks  early  vifit,  and  abode 
Of  long  continuance  in  our  temperate  clime» 
Foretel  a  liberal  harveft ;  he  of  times 
Intelligent,  the  harfh  Hyperborean  iee 
Shuns  for  our  equal  winters  j  when  our  funs 
Cleave  the  chill'd  foil,  he  backward  wings  his  A\ay 
To  Scandinavian  frozen  fummers,  meet 
For  his  numb'd  blood.     But  nothing  profits  more 
Than  frequent  fnows  :  O,  may  "ft  thou  often  fee 
Thy  furrows  whiten'd  by  the  woolly  rain 
Nutriceous !  fecrct  nitre  lurks  within 
The  porous  wet,  quickening  the  languid  glebe.. 

Sometimes  thou  fnalt  with  fervent  vows  implore 
A  moderate  wind ;  the  orehat  loves  to  wave 
With  winter  v/inds,.  before  the  gems  exert 
Their  feeble  heads ;  the  Icofened  roots  then  drink 
Large  increment,  earneft  of  happy  yea^s. 

Nor  will  it  nothing  profit  to  obferve 
The  monthly  ftars,  their  powerful  influence 
O'er  planted  fields,  what  vegetables  reign 
Under  each  fign»     On  our  account  has  Jove 
Indulgent  to  all  moons  fome  fueculent  plant 
Allotted,  that  poor  helplefs  man  might  flack 
His  prefent  thirft,  and  matter  find  for  toil. 
Now  will  the  Corinths,  now  the  Rafps,  fupply 
Delicious  draughts ;  the  Quinces  now,  or  Plumbs, 
Or  Cherries^  01  the  fair  Thilbcian  fuit 

Are 
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Are  prefl  to  wines;  the  Britons  fqueeze  the  works 
Of  fedulous  bees,  and  mixing  odorous  herbs 
Prepare  balfamic  cups,  to  wheezing  lungs 
Medicinal,  and  fliort-breath'd,  ancient  fires. 

But,  if  thou  'rt  indefatigably  bent 
To  toil,  and  omnifarious  drinks  would'ft  brew ; 
Esfides  the  orchat,  every  hedge  and  bufh 
Affords  affifl-ance;  ev"n  afflictive  Birch, 
Curs'd  by  nnletter'd,  idle  youth,  diilils 
A  limpid  current  from  her  wounded  bark, 
Profufe  of  nurfing  fap.     When  folar  beams 
Parch  thirfty  human  veins,  the  damaf^'d  meads, 
Unforc'd,  difplay  ten  thoufand  painted  flowers 
Ufeful  in  potables.     Thy  little  fons 
Permit  to  range  the  paftures  ;  gladly  they 
Will  mow  the  Cowflip-pofies,  faintly  fwcet. 
From  whence  thou  artificial  wines  ihalt  drain 
Of  icy  tafte,  that,  in  mid  fervors,  beil 
Slack  craving  thirft,  and  mitigate  the  day. 

Happy  lerne  *,  whofe  moil  wholfome  air 
Poifons  envenom'd  fpiders,  and  forbids 
The  baleful  toad,  and  viper,  from  her  inore! 
More  happy  in  her  balmy  draughts,  enrich'd 
With  mifceiianeous  fpices,  and  the  root 
{For  thirft-abating  fvveetnefs  prais'd),  which  v.ide 
Extend  her  fame,  and  to  each  drooping  heart 
Prefent  redrefs,  and  lively  health  convey. 

See,  how  the  Bi\gx,  fedulous  and  ftout, 
IVith  bcwls  of  ilartcning  Mum,  or  biifsful  cups 

*  Ireland-.- 
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Of  kernel-relifh'd  fluids,  the  fair  liar 
Of  early  Phofphorus  falute,  at  noon 
Jocund  with  frequent-rifing  fumes !  by  ufe 
Inftrufted,  thus  to  quell  their  native  phlegm 
Prevailing,  and  engender  wayward  mirth. 

What  need  to  treat  of  di^ant  climes,  rcmov'd 
Far  from  the  Hoping  journey  of  the  year. 
Beyond  Petfora,  and  lllandic  coafts  ? 
Where  ever-during  fnows,  perpetual  Ihades 
Of  darknefs,  would  congeal  their  livid  blood. 
Did  not  the  Arctic  tradt  fpontancous  yield 
A  chearing  purple  berry,  big  with- wine, 
Intcnfely  fervent,  which  each  hour  they  crave. 
Spread  round  a  flaming  pile  of  pines,  and  oft 
They  interlard  their  native  drinks  with  choice 
Of  flrongcft  Brandy,  yet  fcarcc  with  thcfe  aids 
Enabled  to  prevent  the  fudden  rot 
Of  freezing  nofe,  and  quick-decaying  feet. 

Nor  lefs  the  fable  borderers  of  Nile, 
Nor  they  who  Taprobane  manure,  nor  they. 
Whom  funny  Borneo  bears,  are  ilor'd  with  ilrcams 
Egregious,  Rum,  and  Rice's  fpirit  extrad. 
For  here,  expos'd  to  perpendicular  rays. 
In  vain  they  covet  ihades,  and  I'hrafcia's  gales. 
Pining  with  iEquinodial  heat,  unlefs 
'1  he  cordial  glafs  perpetual  motion  keep. 
Quick  circuiting  ;  nor  dare  they  clofe  their  eyes. 
Void  of  a  bulky  charger  near  their  lips. 
With  which,  in  often  interrupted  fleep, 
'1  heir  frying  blood  compels  to  irrigate 
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Their  dry-furr'd  tongues,  elfe  minutely  to  death 
Obnoxious,  difmal  death,  th'  efFeft  of  drought ! 
More  happy  they,  born  in  Columbus'  world, 
Carybbes,  and  they,  whom  the  Cotton  plant 
With  dov/ny-fprouting  vefts  arrays !  their  woods 
Bow  with  prodigious  nuts,  that  give  at  once 
Celellial  food,  and  nedar ;  then,  at  hand 
The  Lemon,  uncorrupt  v/ith  voyage  long. 
To  vinous  fpirits  added  (heavenly  drink  !) 
They  with  pneumatic  engine  ceafelefs  draw. 
Intent  on  laughter;  a  continual  tide 
Flows  from  th'  exhilarating  fount.     As,  v.'hen 
Againft  a  fecret  cliff,  with  fudden  fhock 
A  (hip  is  dalh'd,  and  leaking  drinks  the  fca, 
Th'  aftoniih'd  mariners  ay  ply  the  pump. 
Nor  ilay,  nor  reft,  till  the  wide  breach  is  clos'd  : 
So  they  (but  chearful)  unfatigued,  ftill  move 
The  draining  fucker,  then  alone  concern'd 
"WTien  the  dry  bowl  forbids  their  pleafing  work. 

But  if  to  hoarding  thou  art  bent,  thy  hopes 
Are  fruftrate,  fhould'ft  thou  think  thy  pipes  will  Row 
With  early  limpid  wine.     The  hoarded  ftore. 
And  the  Larfn  draught,  mull  twice  endure  the  fun's 
Kind  flrengthening  heat,  tv.ice  winter's  purging  cold. 

There  are,  that  a  compounded  fluid  drain 
From  different  mixtures.  Woodcock,  Pippin,  Moyle, 
F  Gugh  Eliot,  fweer  Pcrmain  ;  the  blended  ftreams 
(Each  mutually  correcting  each)  create 
A  pleafurable  medley,  of  what  tafte 
Hardly  diftinguilh'd ;  as  the  ihowery  arch. 

With 
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With  lifted  colours  gay.  Ore,  Azure,  Gules, 

Delights  and  puzzles  the  beholder's  eye. 

That  views  the  watery  brede,  with  thoufand  iliews 

Of  painture  vary'd,  yet  's  unikill'd  to  tell 

Or  where  one  colour  rifes,  or  one  faints. 

Some  Cyders  have  by  art,  or  age,  unlearn'd 
Their  genuine  reliih,  and  of  (undry  vines 
AiTuin'"d  the  flavour  ;  one  fort  counterfeits 
The  Spanifli  produft  ;  this,  to  Gauls  has  feem'd 
The  fparkling  Nedar  of  Champaigne  ;  with  that, 
A  German  .oft  has  fwill'd  his  throat,  and  f.vorn. 
Deluded,  that  imperial  Rhine  beftow 'd 
The  generous  rummer,  whiift  tlie  owner,  pkasM> 
Laughs  inly  at  his  guefts,  thus  entertain 'd 
With  foreign  vintage  from  his  cyder  caik. 

Soon  as  thy  liquor  from  the  narrow  cells 
Of  clofe-preft  hulks  is  freed,  thou  muft  refrain 
Thy  thirfty  foul ;  let  none  perfaade  to  broach 
Thy  thick,  unwholfome,  undigefted  cades  : 
The  hoary  frofts,  and  northern  blalls,  take  care 
Thy  muddy  beverage  to  ferene,  and  drive 
Precipitant  the  bafer,  ropy  lees. 

And  now  thy  wine's  tranfpicuous,  purg'd  from  all 
Its  earthy  grofs,  yet  let  it  f:'e.l  a  while 
On  the  fat  refafe,  left  too  foon  disjoin'd 
From  fprightly,  it  to  Oiarp  or  vapid  change. 
When  to  convenient  vigor  it  attains, 
SufHce  it  to  provide  a  brazen  tul)e 
Inflext ;  felf-taught,  and  voluntary,  files 
The  defecated  liquor,  through  the  vent 
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Afcending,  then  by  downward  tracl  convey'd. 

Spouts  into  fubjeft  vefiels,  lovely  clear. 

As  when  a  noon-tide  fun,  with  fummer  beams. 

Darts  through  a  cloud,  her  watery  ikirts  are  edg'd 

With  lucid  amber,  or  undrofTy  gold  : 

So,  and  To  richly,  the  purg'd  liquid  fhines. 

Now  alfo,  when  the  colds  abate,  nor  yet 
Full  fummer  fhines,  a  dubious  feafon,  clofe 
In  glafs  thy  purer  llreams,  and  let  them^ain. 
From  due  confinement,  fpirit,  and  flavour  new. 

For  this  intent,  the  fubtle  chemift  feeds 
Perpetual  flames,  whofe  unrefifted  force 
O'er  fand,  and  afhes,  and  the  fiubborn  flint 
Prevailing,  turns  into  a  fufll  fea. 
That  ifl  his  furnace  bubbles  funny- red  : 
From  hence  a  glowing  drop  with  hollow'd  fteel 
He  takes,  and  by  one  efiicacious  breath 
Dilates  to  a  furpriflng  cube,  or  fphere. 
Or  oval,  and  fit  receptacles  forms 
For  every  liquid,  w^ith  his  plaftic  lungs. 
To  human  life  fubfervient  ;  by  his  means 
Cyders  in  metal  frail  improve  :  the  Moyle, 
And  taflef  ul  Pippin,  in  a  moon's  (hort  year. 
Acquire  complete  perfeclion  :  Now  they  fmokc 
Tranlparent,  fparkling  in  each  drop,  delight 
Of  curious  palate,  by  fair  virgins  crav'd. 
But  hariher  fluids  different  lengths  of  time 
Expert :  Thy  flafk  will  flowly  mitigate 
The  Eliot's  roughnefs.     Stirom,  firmefl:  fruit, 
Embottkd  (lung  as  Priameian  Troy 
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Withftood  the  Greeks)  endures,  ere  jaftiy  mild. 
Soften'd  by  age,  it  youthful  vigor  gains. 
Fallacious  drink!  ye  honeit  men,  beware. 
Nor  truit  its  fmoothnefs;  the  third  circling  glafs 
Suffices  virtue  i  But  may  hypocrites, 
(That  ilyly  fpeak  one  thing,,  another  think. 
Hateful  as  hell)  pleas'd  with  the  relifh  weak. 
Drink  on  unwarn'd,  till,  by  inchanting  cups 
Infatuate,  they  their  w:ily  thoughts  difclofe. 
And  through  intemperance  grow  awhile  fmcere.. 

The  farmer's  toil  is  done;  his  cades  mature 
Now  call  for  \  ent ;  his  lands  exhauil  permit 
'J '  indulge  av.hilfe.     Now  folemn  rites  he  pays 
To  Bacchus,  author  of  heart-cheering  mirth. 
His  honefl  friends,  at  thirlly  hour  of  dufk. 
Gome  uninvited  ;  he  with  bounteous  hand 
Imparts  his  fmoking  vintage,  fweet  reward 
Cf  his  own  induilry  ;  the  well-fraught  bowl. 
Circles  incelTant,  whilft  the  humble  cell 
With  quavering  laugh  and  rural  jells  refounds. 
Eafe,  and  content,  and  undilTcmbled  love. 
Shine  in  each  face  ;  the  thoughts  of  labour  pall. 
Encreafe  their  joy.     As,  from  retentive  cage. 
When  fallen  Philomel  efcapes,  her  notes 
She  varies,  and  of  pall  imprifonment 
Sv/cetly  complains  ;  her  liberty  retriev'd. 
Cheers  her  fad  foul,  improves  her  plealing  fong.. 
Gladfome  they  quaff,  yet  not  exceed  thvi  bounds- 
Of  healthy  temperance,  nor  incroach  on  night,, 
Seafon  of  rcll,  but  well  bedew 'd  repair 
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Each  to  his  home,  with  unfupplanted  feet. 
Ere  heaven  's  emblazon'd  by  the  rofy  dawn, 
Domeftic  cares  awake  them ;  brilk  they  rife, 
Refrelh'd,  and  lively  with  the  joys  that  flow 
From  amicable  talk,  and  moderate  cups 
Sweetly  interchanged.     The  pining  lover  finds 
Prefent  redrefs,  and  long  oblivion  drinks 
Of  coy  Lucinda.     Give  the  debtor  wine  ; 
His  joys  are  fiiort,  and  few  ;  yet  when  he  drinks, 
Elis  dread  retires,  the  flowing  glafix^s  add 
Courage  and  mirth  :  m-agnincent  in  thought. 
Imaginary  riches  he  enjoys. 
And  in  the  gaol  expatiates  unconfin'd. 
Nor  can  the  pcet  Bacchus'  praife  indite, 
Debarr'd  his  grape :  The  Mufes  fiill  require 
Hum.id  regalement,  nor  will  aught  avail 
Imploring  Phoebus,  with  unmoillen'd  lips. 
Thus  to  the  generous  bottle  all  incline. 
By  parching  thiril  allur'd  :  \Vi:h  vehement  funs 
When  dufly  fummer  bakes  the  crumbling  clods. 
How  pleafant  is  't,  beneath  the  twilled  arch 
Of  a  retreating  bower,  in  mid-day's  reign 
To  ply  the  fweet  caroufe,  remote  from  noife, 
Secur'd  of  feverifli  heats !  When  th'  aged  year 
Inclines,  and  Boreas'  fpirit  blufters  frore, 
Bev^are  th'  inclement  heavens  ;  now  let  thy  hearth ' 
Crackle  with  juicelefs  boughs ;  thy  lingering  blood 
Now  inlligate  v,ith  th'  apple's  powerful  dreams. 
Perpetual  fliowers,  and  ftormy  gufls  confine 
The  willing  plowman,  and  December  warns 

To 
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To  annual  jollities ;  now  fportive  youth 
Carol  incondite  rhythms,  with  fuiting  notes. 
And  quaver  unharmonious ;  fturdy  fwains 
In  clean  array  for  ruftic  dance  prepare, 
Mixt  with  the  buxom  damfels ;  hand  in  hand 
They  frifk  and  bound,  and  various  mazes  weave. 
Shaking  their  brav/ny  limbs,  with  uncouth  n^.ien, 
Tranfported,  and  fometimes  an  oblique  leer 
Dart  on  their  loves,  fometimes  an  hafty  kifs 
Steal  from  unwary  lafTes ;  they  with  fcorn. 
And  neck  reclin'd,  refent  the  ravifnVi  blifs. 
Meanwhile  blind-  Britilh  bards  with  volant  touch 
Traverfe  loquacious  firings,  whofe  fclemn  notej 
Provoke  to  harmlefs  revels ;  thefe  among, 
A  fubtle  artift  (lands,  in  wondrous  bag 
That  bears  imprifon'd  winds  (of  gentler  fort 
Than  thole,  which  erlt  Laertes'  fon  wiclos'd). 
Peaceful  they  flcep  ;  but  let  the  tuneful  fqueeze 
Of  labouring  elbow  rouze  them,  out  they  fly 
Melodious,  and  w  ith  fprightly  accents  charm. 
"Midft  thefe  defports,  forget  they  not  to  drench 
Themfelves  with  bellying  goblets ;  nor,  when  fpring 
Returns,  can  they  refufe  to  ufher  in 
The  frefh-bom  year  with  loud  acclaim,  and  (lore 
Of  jovial  draughts,  now,  when  the  fappy  boughs 
Attire  themfelves  with  blooms,  fweet  rudiments 
Of  future  harveft  :  When  the  Gnoffian  crown 
Leads-on  expefted  autumn,  and  the  trees 
Difcharge  their  mellow  burdens,  let  them  thank 
Boon  Nature,  that  thus  amiualiy  fuppUes     . 
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Their  vaults,  and  with  her  former  liquid  gift» 

Exhilarates  their  languid  minds,  within 

The  golden  mean  confin'd  :  Beyond  there  's  nought 

Of  health,  or  pleafure.     Therefore,  when  thy  heart 

Dilates  with  fervent  joys,-  and  eager  foul 

Prompts  to  purfue  the  fparkling  glafs,  be  fure 

''Tis  time  to  (hun  it;  if  thou  Vv^ilt  prolong 

Dire  compotation,  forthwith  reafon  quits 

Her  empire  to  confufion,  and  mifrule. 

And  vain  debates  ;  then  twenty  tongues  at  once 

Confpire  in  fcnfelefs  jargon,  nought  is  heard 

But  din,  and  various  clamor,  and  mad  rant : 

Diftruit,.  and  jealoufy  to  thefe  fucceed. 

And  anger-kindling  taunt,  the  certain  bane 

Of  well-knit  fellowfhip.     Now  horrid  frays 

Commence,  the  brimming  glaffes  now  are  hurl'd     . 

With  dire  intent ;  bottles  with  bottles  clafh 

In  rude  encounter,  round  their  temples  fly 

The  iharp-edg'd  fragments,  down  their  batter'd  cheeks-. 

Mixt  gore  and  cyder  flow..    What  fliall  we  fay 

Of  rafii  Elpenor,  who  in  evil  hour 

Dry'd  an  immcafurable  bowl,  and  thought 

T'  exhale  his  furfeit  by  irriguous  fleep. 

Imprudent  ?  him.  death's  iron-fleep  oppreft,, 

Defcending  carelefs  fjcm  his  couch ;  the  fall 

Luxt  his  neck-joint,  and  fpinal  marrow  bruis'd*. 

Nor  need  we  tell  what  anxious  cares  attend 

The  turbulent  mirth  of  wine ;  nor  all  the  kinds 

Of  maladies,  that  lead  to  Death's  grim  cave. 

Wrought  by  mtemperance,  joint-racking  gout, 
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Inteftine  ftone,  and  pining  atrophy. 
Chill  even  when  the  fun  with  July  heats 
Fries  the  fcorch'd  foil,  and  dropiy  all-a-float^ 
Yet  craving  liquids  :  nor  the  Centaurs  tale 
Be  here  repeated  ;  how,  with  luft  and  wine 
Inflam'd,  they  fought,  and  fplit  their  drunken  fouls 
At  feafling  hour.     Ye  heavenly  Powers  that  guard 
The  Britiih  iles,.  fuch  dire  events  remove 
Far  from  fair  Albion,  nor  let  civil  broils 
Ferment  from  focial  cups :  May  we,  remote 
From  the  hoarfe>  brazen  found  of  war,  enjoy 
Our  humid  produds,  and  with  feeraly  draughts 
Enkindle  mirth,  and  hofpitable  love. 
Too  oft,  alas  !  has  mutual  hatred  drench'd 
Our  fwords  in  native  blood  ;  too  oft  has  pridcj,. 
And  heliilh  difcord,  and  infatiate  thiriV 
Of  others  rights,  our  quiet  difcompos'd. 
Have  we  forgot,  how  fell  deflrudion  rag'd 
Wide-fpreading,  when  by  Eris'  torch  incens'd 
Our  fathers  warr'd  ?  what  heroes,  lignaliz'd 
For  loyalty  and  prowefs,  met  their  fate 
Untimely,  undeferv'd!  how  Bertie  fell, 
Compton,  and  Granville,  d?.untlefs  fons  of  Mars,,, 
Fit  themes  of  endlefs  grief,  but  that  we  view 
Their  virtues  yet  furviving  in  their  race! 
Can  we  forget,  how  the  mad,  headftrong  rout 
Defy'd  their  prince  to  arms,  nor  made  account 
Of  faith  or  duty,  or  allegiance  fvvorn  ? 
Apoftate,  atheift  rebels !  bent  to  ill. 
With  feeming  fanttity*  and  cover'd  fraud> 

Inflifl'd 
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Inftill'd  by  him,  who  firft  prefum'd  t'  oppofe 
Omnipotence  ;  alike  their  crime,  th'  event 
Was  not  alike;  thefe  triumph'd,  and  in  height 
Of  barbarous  malice,  and  infulting  pride, 
Abflain'd  not  from  imperial  blood.     O  fact 
Unparallel'd  !  O  Charles,  O  befi  of  Kings ! 
What  ftars  their  black  difaftrcus  influence  fhed 
On  thy  nativity,  that  thou  fhould'ft  fall 
Thus,  by  inglorious  hands,  in  this  thy  realm, 
Supreme  and  innocent,  adjudg'd  to  death 
By  thofe  thy  mercy  only  would  have  fav'd  ! 
Yet  was  the  Cvder-iand  unftain'd  with  o-uilt : 
The  Cyder-land  obfequious  ftill  to  thrones, 
Abhorr'd  fuch  bafe  difioyal  deeds,  and  all 
Her  pruning-hooks  extended  into  fwords. 
Undaunted,  to  alTert  the  trarr.pled  rights 
Of  monarchy  ;  but,  ah !  fuccefslefs  (he. 
However  faithful !  then  was  no  regard 
Of  right,  or  wrong.     And  this,  once  happy,  land, 
By  home-bred  fury  rent,  long  groan'd  beneath 
Tyrannic  fw^ay,  till  fair  revolving  years 
Our  exil'd  Kings  and  Liberty  reftor'd. 
Now  we  exult,  by  mighty  Anna's  care 
Secure  at  home,  Vvhile  fh^  to  foreign  realms 
Sends  forth  her  dreadful  legions,  and  reftrains 
The  rage  of  Kings  :   Here,  nobly  fhe  fupports 
Juftice  opprefs'd  ;  here,  her  vidorious  arms 
Quell  the  ambitious  :  From  her  hand  alone 
All  Europe  fears  revenge,  or  hopes  red^efs. 
Rejoice,  O  Albion !  fever'd  from  the  world 

B^ 
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By  Nature's  wife  indulgence,  indigent 

Of  nothing  from  witliout ;  in  one  iupreme 

Intirely  bleii ;  and  from  beginning  time 

Defign'd  thus  happy  ;  but  the  fond  defire 

Of  rule,  and  grandeur  multiply 'd  a  race 

Of  Kings,  and  numerous  fceptres  introduc'd, 

Deilrudtive  of  the  public  weal.     For  now 

Each  potentate,  as  wary  fear,  or  ftrength. 

Or  emulation  urg'd,  his  neighbour's  bounds 

Invades,  and  ampler  territory  feeks 

With  ruinous  afTault ;  on  every  plain 

Hoft  cop'd  with  hoil,  dire  was  the  din  of  war. 

And  ceafelefs,  or  fhort  truce  haply  procur'd 

By  havoc,  and  difmay,  till  jealoufy 

Rais'd  new  combuftiont     Thus  was  peace  in  vain 

Sought  for  by  martial  deeds,  and  confiift  ftern  : 

Till  Edgar  grateful  (as  to  thofe  who  pine 

A  difmal  half-year  night,  the  (orient  beam 

Of  Phoebus'  lamp)  arofe,  and  into  one 

Cemented  all  the  long-contending  powers. 

Pacific  monarch  ;  then  her  lovely  head 

Concord  rear'd  high,  and  all  around  difFus'd 

The  fpirit  of  love.     At  eafe,  the  bards  new  flrung 

Their  filent  harps,  and  taught  the  woods  and  vales. 

In  uncouth  rhythms,  to  echo  Edgar's  name. 

Then  gladnefs  fmil'd  in  every  eye  ;  the  years 

Ran  fmoothly  on,  productive  of  a  line 

Of  wife,  heroic  Kings,  that  by  juft  laws 

Eftablifli'd  happinefs  at  home,  or  crufh'd 

Infulting  enemies  in  fartheft  climes. 

See 
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See  lion-heaited  Richard,  with  his  force 
Drawn  from  the  North,  to  Jewry's  hallow "d  plains  I 
Pioufly  valiant  (like  a  torrent  fwell'd 
With  wintery  tenipeits,  that  difdaL^s  ail  mounds. 
Breaking  a  u  ay  impetuous,  and  involves 
V/ithin  its  fweep,  tre.s,  houfes,  men)  he  prefs'd 
Amidft  the  thickeit  batde,  and  overthrew 
Whate'er  with'dood  his  zealous  rage  :  no  paufe,. 
No  Hay  of  flaughter,  found  his  vigorous  arm,. 
But  th'  unbelieving  fquadrons  turn'd  to  flight 
Smote  in  the  rear,  and  with  diflioneft  wounds. 
Mangled  behind.     The  Soldan,  as  he  fled. 
Oft  call'd  en  Alia,  gnafliing  with  defpite, 
And  fname,  and  raurmur'd  many  an  empty  curfe.. 

Behold  third  Edward's  flreamers  blazing  high 
On  Gallia's  hoftile  ground  I  his  right  withheld,. 
Awakens  vengeance.     O  imprudent  Gauls, 
Relying  on  falfe  hopes,  thus  to  incenfe 
The  warlike  Englifli !  One  important  day 
Shall  teach  you  meaner  thoughts.     Eager  of  flght^ 
Fierce  Brutus'  off-fpring  to  the  adverfe  Iront 
Advance  refilllefs,  and  their  deep  array 
With  furious  inroad  pierce  :  the  mighty  force 
Of  Edward  tv.ice  o'erturn'd  tiieir  defperaie  King  ; 
'J  wice  he  arofe,  and  join'd  the  horrid  iaock : 
The  third  time,  with  his  wide-extended  wlng-s. 
He  fugitive  declin'd  fuperior  ftrength, 
Difcomfited  i  purfued,  in  the  fad  chace 
Ten  thouiand  ignominious  fall;  with  blood 
The  V allies  float.     Great  Edward  thus  aveng'd^ 

With 
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With  eolden  Iris  his  broad  fliield  embofs'd. 

Thrice  glorious  prince  !  whom  Fame  with  all  her 
tongues 
For  ever  (hail  rtfound.     Yet  from  his  loins 
New  authors  of  diflenf  on  fpring ;  from  him 
Two  branches,  that  in  bolting  long  contend 
For  fov'ran  fway  ;  and  can  fuch  anger  dwell 
In  nobleft  minds  r  but  little  now  avaii'd 
The  ties  of  friendlhip ;  ever'/  man,  as  led 
By  inclination,  or  vain  hope,  repair'd 
To  either  camp,  and  breatl.'d  immortal  hate. 
And  dire  revenge.     Nov/  horrid  Slaughter  reigns : 
Sons  againft  fathers  tilt  the  fatal  lance, 
Carelefs  of  duty,  and  their  native  grounds 
Diftain  with  kindred  blood ;  the  twanging  bows 
Send  fhowers  of  (hafts,  that  on  their  barbed  points 
Alternate  ruin  bear.     Here  might  you  fee 
Barons,  and  peafants  on  th'  embattled  field 
Slain,  or  half-dead,  in  one  huge,  ghailly  heap 
Promifcuoufly  am»fs'd.     With  difmal  groans. 
And  ejulation,  in  the  pangs  of  death 
Some  call  for  aid,  neglected;  fome  o'erturn'd 
In  the  fierce  Ihock,  lie  gafping,  and  expire. 
Trampled  by  fiery  courfers :  Korror  thus, 
And  wild  uproar,  and  defoiation,  reign'd 
Unrefpited,     Ah  !  who  at  length  will  end 
This  long,  pernicious  tray  ?  what  man  has  Fate 
Referv'd  for  this  great  work? — Hail,  happy  prince 
Of  Tudor's  race,  whom  in  the  womb  of  time 
Cadwallador  forefaw  !  thou,  thou  art  he. 

Great 
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Great  Richmond  Henry,  that  bv  nuptial  rite* 

Muil  clafe  the  gn.tes  of  janus,  and  remove 

Ddlrudive  difcord.     Now  no  more  the  drum 

Provokes  to  arms,  or  trumpet's  clangor  fhrill 

Affrights  the  wives,  or  chills  the  virgin's  blood  y 

But  joy  and  pleafure  open  to  the  viev/ 

Uninterrupted  !  with  prefaging  feill 

Thou  to  thy  own  uniteft  Fergus'  line 

By  wife  alliance  :  from  thee  James  de{cQnds, 

Heaven's  chofen  favourite,  firft  Britannic  kino;. 

To  him  alone  hereditary  right 

Gave  power  fupreme  ;  yet  ftill  fome  feeds  remain'd 

Of  difcontent ;  two  nations  under  one. 

In  laws  and  intereil  diverfe,  ftiil  purfued 

Peculiar  ends,  on  each  fide  refolute 

To  fly  conjun(5>ion  ;  neither  fear,  nor  hope. 

Nor  the  fweet  profpech  of  a  mutual  gain. 

Could  aught  avail,  till  prudent  Anna  faid. 

Let  there  be  union  ;  ftrait  with  reverence  due 

To  her  command,  they  willingly  unite. 

One  in  affeftion,  laws  and  government,, 

Indiffolubly  firm  ;  from  Dubris  fouth. 

To  Northern  Orcades,  her  long  domain. 

And  now,  thus  leagued  by  an  eternal  bond, 
Vv' hat  iliall  retard  th^  Britons  bold  defigns. 
Or  v.ho  fufiain  their  force,  in  union  knit. 
Sufficient  to  withftand  the  powers  corabin'd 
Of  all  this  globe  ?  At  this  important  ad 
The  Mauritanian  and  Cathaian  kings 
Already  tremble,  and  th'  unbaptiz'd  Turk 

Dread! 
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Dreads  war  from  utmoil  Thule.     Uncontrol'd 

The  Britifli  navy  through  the  ocean  vaft 

Shall  wave  hsr  double  crofs,  t'  extremelt  climes 

Terrific,  and  return  with  odorous  fpoils 

Of  Araby  well  fraught,  or  Indus'  wealth. 

Pearl,  and  barbaric  gold  :  Meanwhile  the  fwains 

Shall  unmoleiled  reap  what  plenty  ftrous 

From  well-ilor'd  horn,  rich  grain,  and  timely  fruits. 

The  elder  year,  Pomona,  pleased,  fhail  deck 

With  ruby-tinclur'd  births,  whofe  liquid  ftore 

Abundant,  flowing  in  well-blended  ftreams. 

The  natives  fhall  applaud;  while  glad  they  talk 

Of  baleful  ills,  caus'd  by  Bellona's  wrath 

Jn  other  realms  ;  where'er  the  Brilifh  fpread 

Triumphant  banners,  or  their  fame  has  reach'd 

Diffufive,  to  the  utmoft  bounds  of  this 

Wide  univerfe,  Silurian  cyder  borne 

Shall  pleafe  all  taftes,  and  triumph  o'er  the  viiie> 


CEREALIA, 
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CEREALIA*,       1706. 

*'  Per  ambages,  Deorumque  minlfterla 

**  Praecipitandus  eft  liber  fpiritus/'  Petronius. 

/^  F  Englifh  tipple,  and  the  potent  grain, 

^^  Which  in  the  conclave  of  Celeftial  Powers 

Bred  fell  debate,  fmg,  Nymph  of  heavenly  Hem, 

Who  on  the  hoary  top  of  Pen-main-maur 

Merlin  the  feer  didfi  \'ifit,  whilil  he  fate 

With  aftrolabe  prophetic,  to  forefee 

Young  a(ftions  iffiiing  from  the  Fates  Divan. 

Fall  of  thy  power  infus'd  by  nappy  ale. 

Darkling  he  watch'd  the  planetary  orbs. 

In  their  obfcure  fojourn  o'er  heaven's  high  cope. 

Nor  ceas'd  till  the  gray  dawn  with  orient  dew 

Impearl'd  his  large  muftachces,  deep  enfconc'd 

Beneath  his  over-fhadowing  orb  of  hat. 

And  ample  fence  of  elephantin  nofe. 

Scornful  of  keenevl:  polar  winds,  or  fleet. 

Or  hail,  fent  rattling  down  from  wintery  Jove. 

(Vain  efforts  on  his  feven-fold  mantle,  made 

Of  Caledonian  rug,  immortal  woof!) 

*  This  poem  is  taken  from  a  folio  cepy,  1706,  communicated 
from  trie  Lambeth  Library  by  Dr.  Ducarel,  in  which  the  name 
of  Phil'.ps  was  inferted  in  the  hand- writing  of  Abp.  Tenifon. 
3c  was  publifhed  by  T.  Bennet,  the  Bookfeller  for  whom 
<'  Blenheim"  v,as  printed  :  another  ftrong  prefumptive  proof  of 
this  being  by  the  (zim  author.     N. 

Such 
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Such  energy  of  foul  to  raife  the  fong, 
Deign,  Goddefs,  now  to  me;  nor  then  withdraw 
Thy  fure  prefiding  power,  but  guide  my  wing, 
Which  nobly  meditates  no  vulgar  flight. 

Now  from  th'  enfanguin'd  Ilkr's  reeking  flood 
Tardy  with  many  a  corfe  of  Boian  knight. 
And  Gallic  deep  ingulft,  with  barbed  fteeds 
Promifcuous,  Fan^e  to  high  Olympus  flew-. 
Shearing  th'  expanfe  of  heaven  with  active  plume  ; 
Nor  fwifter  from  Plinlimmon's  fteepy  top 
The  ftauRch  Gerfaulcon  through  the  buxom  air 
Stoops  on  the  fteerage  of  his  wings,  to  trufs 
The  quarry,  hern,  or  mallard,  newly  fprting 
From  creek,  whence  bright  Sabrina  bubbling  forth,. 
Runs  faft  a  Nai's  through  the  flowery  meads. 
To  fpread  round  Uriconium's  towers  her  itreams. 
Her  golden  trump  the  goddefs  founded  thrice, 
Whofe  fhrilling  clang  reach'd  heaven's  extrem.eft  fphere*. 
Rcuz'd  at  the  blaft,  the  gods  with  winged  fpeed 
To  learn  the  tidings  came,  on  radiant  thrones 
With  fair  memorials,  and  imprelTes  quaint 
Emblazon'd  o'er  they  fate,  devis'd  of  old 
By  Muiciber,  nor  fmall  his  fkili  I  ween. 
There  fne  relates  what  Churchill's  arm-had  wroughtn 
On  Blenheim's  bloody  plain.     Up  Bacchus  rofe. 
By  his  plump  cheek  and  barrel  belly  known. 
The  pliant  tendrils  of  a  juicy  vine 
Around  his  rofy  brow  in  ringlets  curl'd  ; 
And  in  his  har.d  a  bunch  of  grapes  he  held-. 
The  enfigns  of  the  god !  with  ardent  tone 
Vol.  XVII.  Y  He 
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He  ir.ov'd,  that  ftraight  the  nedtar'd  bowl  fliould  flow. 

Devote  to  Churchill's  health,  and  o'er  all  heaven 

Uncommon  orgies  mould  be  kept  till  eve. 

Till  all  were  fated  with  immortal  mouft, 

Delicious  tipple  !  that,  in  heavenly  veins 

Affimilated,  vigorous  ichor  bred, 

Superior  to  Frontiniac,  or  Bourdeaux, 

Or  old  Falern,  Campania's  beft  increafe  ; 

Or  the  more  dulcet  juice  the  happy  iHes 

From  Palma  or  Forteventura  fend, 

Joy  fiufh'd  on  every  face,  and  pleafing  glee 
Inward  affent  difcover'd,  till  uprofe 
Ceres,  not  blithe,  for  marks  of  latent  woe 
Dim  on  her  vifage  lour'd  :  fuch  her  deport 
When  Arethufa  from  her  reedy  bed 
Told  her  how  Dis  young  Proferpine  had  rap'd. 
To  fway  his  iron  fceptre,  and  command 
In  gloom  tartareous  half  his  wide  domain. 
Then,  lighing,  thus  ihe  faid — *'  Have  I  fo  long 
Employ'd  my  various  art,  t'  enrich  the  lap 
Of  Earth,  all-bearing  mother;  and  my  lore 
Communicated  to  the  unvveeting  hind. 
And  ihall  not  this  pre-eminence  obtain  r" 
Then  from  beneath  her  Tyrian  veil  fhe  took 
The  bearded  ears  of  grain  Ihe  moft  admir'd. 
Which  gods  call  Chrithe,  in  terrefirial  fpeech 
Ey-cleped  Barle}'«     **  'Tis  to  this,  (he  cry'd. 
The  Britilh  cohorts  owe  their  martial  fame 
And  far-redoubted  prowefs,  maichlefs  youth! 
This,  when  returning  from  the  foughtea  field. 
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Or  Noric,  or  Iberian,  feam'd  with  fears, 
(Sad  fignatures  of  many  a  dreadful  gafii !) 
The  veteran,  caroufing,  foon  teilores 
Puiffance  to  his  arm,  and  firings  his  nerves  I 
And,  as  a  fnake,  when  firft  the  rofy  hours 
Shed  vernal  fweets  o'er  every  vale  and  mead, 
Rolls  tardy  from  his  cell  obfcure  and  dank ; 
But,  when  by  genial  rays  of  fummer  fun 
Purg'd  of  his  flough,  he  nimbly  thrids  the  bral:e. 
Whetting  his  fting,  his  crefted  head  he  rears 
Terrific,  from  each  eye  retort  he  fhocts 
Enfanguin'd  rays,  the  diliant  fwains  admire 
His  various  neck,  and  fpires  bedropt  with  gol-Jlk 
So  at  each  glafs  the  harrafs'd  vvarriour  feels 
Vigour  renate  ;  his  horrent  arms  he  takes. 
And  rulling  faulchion,  on  whole  ample  hilt 
Long  Vidory  fate  dormant ;  foon  Ihe  Ihakes 
Her  drowfy  v.ings,  and  follov.s  to  the  war. 
With  fpeed  fuccinci ;  where  foon  his  martial  pott 
She  recognizes,  whiift  he  haughty  ftands 
On  the  rough  edge  of  battle,  and  bellows 
Wide  torment  on  the  ferried  files,  fo  us'd. 
Frequent  in  bold  emprize,  to  work  fad  rout. 
And  havock  dire;  thefe  the  bold  Briton  mows, 
Dauntlefs  as  Deities  exempt  from  fate. 
Ardent  to  deck  his  brow  with  mural  gold. 
Or  civic  wreath  of  oak,  the  vigor's  meed. 
Such  is  the  power  of  ale  with  vines  embowerM, 
While  dangling  bunches  court  his  thirfting  lip  ; 
Sullen  he  fits,  and  fighing  efts  extols 
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The  beverage  they  quaff,  whofe  happy  foil 

Proline  Dovu5  iaves,  cr  Trenta's  urn 

Adorns  with  waring  Chrilhe  (joyous  fceaes 

Of  vegetable  gold  !)  fecure  they  dwell. 

Nor  feel  th'  eternal  fnows  that  cloath  their  cliffs : 

Nor  curfe  th'  inclement  air,  whofe  horrid  face 

Scowls  like  ihat  Arctic  heaven,  that  drizzling  fiieds 

Perpetual  winter  on  the  frozen  fkirts 

Of  Scandinavia  and  the  Baltic  main. 

Where  the  young  tcmpefts  lirfl  are  taught  to  roar. 

Snug  in  their  Ihaw-built  huts,  or  darkling  earth'd 

In  cavern'd  rock  they  li\  e  (fraall  need  of  art 

To  foiyu  fpruce  architrave,  or  cornice  quaint. 

On  Parian  marble,  with  Corinthian  grace 

Prepar'd) — there  on  well-fuel'd  hearth  they  char, 

Whilit  black  pots  walk  the  round  with  laughing  ale 

Surcharged  ;  or  brew'd  in  planetary  hour. 

When  Ivlarch  weigh'd  night  and  day  in  equal  fcale : 

Or  in  October  tunn'd,  and  mellow  grown 

With  feven  revolving  funs,  the  racy  juice. 

Strong  with  delicious  flavour,  ftrikes  the  fenfe. 

Nor  wants  on  vaft  circumference  of  board. 

Of  Arthur's  imitative,  large  furloin 

Of  ox,  or  virgin-heifer,  wont  to  browfe 

The  meads  of  Longovicum  (fattening  foil 

Replete  with  clover-grafs,  and  foodful  fhrub). 

Planted  with  fprigs  of  roferaary  it  Hands, 

Meet  paragon  (as  far  as  great  with  fmall 

May  correfpond)  for  fome  Panch^an  hill, 

Embrown'd  with  fuitry  ikies,  thin-fet  with  palm. 

And 
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And  olive  rarely  interfpers'd ,  whofe  fhade 
Skreens  hofpitably  from  the  Tropic  Crab 
The  quiver'd  Arabs'  vagrant  clan,  that  waits 
Iniidious  fome  rich  caravan,  which  fares 
To  Mecca,  with  Barbaric  gold  full  fraught^ 

Thus  Britain's  hardy  fons,  of  ruftic  mould. 
Patient  of  arms,  ilill  quaih  th'  afpiring  Gaul, 
BIq^  by  my  boon :  which  when  they  ilightly  prize,. 
Should  they,  with  high  defence  of  triple  brafs 
Wide-circling,  live  iramur'd  (as  eril:  was  tried 
By  Bacon's  charms,  on  which  the  fickening  moon 
Look'd  wa-n,  and  chearlefs  mew'd  her  crefcent  horns 
Whilil  Deraogorgon  heard  his  flern  behefi) 
Thrice  the  prevailing  power  of  Gallia's  arms 
Shoald  there  refiftlefs  ravage,  as  of  old 
Great  Pharamond,  the  founder  of  her  fame. 
Was  wont,  when  firfl  his  marlhal'd  peerage  pafs'd 
The  fubjed  Rhens.     What  though  Britannia  boafti 
Herfelf  a  world,  with  ocean  circumfus'd  ? 
'Tis  Ale  that  warms  her  fons  t'  affert  her  claim 
And  with  full  volley  makes  her  naval  tubes 
Thunder  difailrous  doom  to  opponent  powers  1 

Nor  potent  only  to  enkindle  Mars, 
And  fire  with  knightly  prowefs  recreant  fouls : 
It  fcience  can  encourage,  and  excite 
The  mind  to  ditties  blithe,  and  charming  fong. 
Thou,  Pallas,  to  my  fpeech  jull  witnefs  bear  ; 
How  oft  haft  thou  thy  votaries  beheld 
At  Crambo  merry  met,  and  hymning  fhrill 
With  voice  hai;mciiic  each,  whilft  others  friik 

Y  3  lu 
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In  mazy  dance,  or  Cellrian  gambols  Ihew, 
Elate  with  mighty  joy,  when  to  the  brim 
Chritheian  nectar  crown'd  the  lordly  bowl. 
(Equal  to  Neftor's  ponderous  cup,  which  alk'd 
A  hero's  arm  to  mount  it  on  the  board. 
Ere  he  th'  embattaii'd  Pylians  led,  to  quell 
The  pride  of  Dardan  youth  in  hofting  dire). 
Or  if,  with  front  unblefs'd,  came  towering  in 
Proftor  armipotent,  in  ftern  deport 
Referabling  turban'd  Turk,  when  high  he  wields 
His  fcimeter  with  huge  two-handed  fway. 
Alarm'd  with  threatening  accent,  harfher  far 
Than  that  ill-omen'd  found  the  bird  of  night. 
With  beak  uncomely  bent,  from  dodder'd  oak 
Screams  out,  the  fick  man's  trump  of  doleful  doom  '. 
Thy  jocund  fons  confront  the  horrid  van. 
That  crowds  his  gonfalon  of  feven  foot  fize : 
And  with  their  rubied  faces  ftand  the  foe ; 
Whilft  they  of  fober  guife  contrive  retreat. 
And  run.  with  ears  ereft ;  as  the  tall  ftag 
Unharbour'd  by  the  v/ood-man  quits  his  layre. 
And  flies  the  yerning  pack  which  clofe  purfue> 
So  they  not  bowfy  dread  th'  approaching  foe  ; 
They  run,  they  fly,  till  flying  on  obfcure, 
Night-founder'd  in  town-ditches  ftagnant  gurge^. 
Soph  rowls  on  Soph  promifcuous. — Caps  aloof 
Quadrate  and  circular  confus'dly  fly. 
The  fport  of  fierce  Norwegian  tempefts,  toll 
By  Thrafcia's  coadjutant,  and  the  roar 
Of  loud  Euroclvdon's  tumultuous^  gufts^** 

She 
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She  faid  :  the  fire  of  Gods  and  men  fupreme. 
With  afped  bland,  attentive  audience  gave. 
Then  nodded  awful :  from  his  Ihaken  locks 
Ambrofial  fragrance  flew  ;  the  fignal  given 
By  Ganymede  the  Ikinker  foon  was  ken'd ; 
With  Ale  he  Heaven's  capacious  goblet  crown'd,, 
To  Phrygian  mood  Apollo  tun'd  his  lyre. 
The  Mufes  fang  alternate,  all  carous'd. 
But  Bacchus  murmuring  left  th'  alTembled  powers. 

B  A  C  H  A  N  A  L  I  A  N    SONG. 
BY    MR.    PHILIP  S-*. 

COME,  fill  me  a  glafs,  fill  it  high, 
A  bumper,  a  bumper  I  '11  have  : 
He  's  a  fool  that  will  flinch ;  I  '11  not  bate  an  inch. 
Though  I  drink  myfelf  into  my  grave. 
Here  's  a  health  to  all  thofe  jolly  fouls. 

Who  like  me  will  never  give  o'er,  [bowls. 

Whom  no  danger  controuls,   but  will  take  off  their 
And  merrily  ftickle  for  more. 
Drown  Reafon  and  all  fuch  weak  foes, 
I  fcorn  to  obey  her  command ; 
Gould  fhe  ever  fuppofe  I  'd  be  led  by  the  nofe, 
A.nd  let  my  glafs  idly  fland  ? 

*  From  many  circumdances,  I  have  little  doubt  but  th's  con- 
vivial fong  v/as  by  the  author  of"  The  Splendid  Shilling."  There 
was,  however,  an  earlier  poet,  of  both  the  names  of  this  author  j 
who  was  nephew  to  Milton,  and  wrote  fom;  memoirs  of  his 
uncjc,  and  fevcral  bvirlcfc^uc  poems,     N, 

y  4.  Reputation  *$ 
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Reputation  's  a  bugbear  to  fools, 
A  foe  to  the  joys  of  dear  drinking. 
Made  ufe  of  by  tools,  who  'd  fet  us  new  rules> 
And  bring,  as  to  politic  thinking. 

Fill  them  all,  I  '11  have  fix  in  a  hand. 
For  I  've  trifled  an  age  away ; 
^Tis  in  vain  to  command,  the  fleeting  fand 
Roils  on,  and  cannot  ftay. 

Come,  my  lads,  move  the  glafs,  drink  about.. 
We  '11  drink  the  univerfe  dry ; 
We  '11  fet  foot  to  foot,  and  drink  it  all  out, 
If  once  we  grow  fober  we  die* 
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T  T  has  been  (o  ufual  among  modern  authors  to  write 
J-  prefaces,  that  a  man  is  thought  rude  to  his  reader, 
ivho  does  not  give  him  fome  account  before-hand  of 
what  he  is  to  expert  in  the  book. 
.  The  greateft  part  of  this  colledion  confifls  of  amo- 
rous verfes.  Thofe  who  are  converfant  with  the  writ- 
ings of  the  ancients,  will  obferve  a  great  difference  be- 
tween what  they  and  the  moderns  have  publifhed  upon 
this  fubjed.  The  occafions  upon  which  the  poems  of 
the  former  are  written,  are  fuch  as  happen  to  every  man 
almoft  that  is  in  love ;  and  the  thoughts  fuch,  as  are 
natural  for  every  man  in  lo\  e  to  think.  The  moderns, 
on  the  other  hand,  have  fought  out  for  occafions  that 
none  meet  v/ith  but  thenifehes;  and  fill  their  verfes 
%vith  thoughts  that  are  furprizing  and  glittering,  but 
not  tender,  paflionate,  or  natural  to  a  man  in  love. 

To  judge  which  of  thefe  two  are  in  the  right ;  we 
ought  to  conlider  the  end  that  people  propofe  in  writin? 
love  verfes :  and  that  I  take  not  to  be  the  o-ettino- 
fame  or  admiration  from  the  world,  but  the  obiaininp- 
the  love  of  their  miilrefs;  and  the  beft  way  I  conceive 
to  make  her  love  you,  is  to  convince  her  that  you  love 
her.  Now  this  certainly  is  not  to  be  done  by  forced 
conceits,  far-fetched  fimilies,  and  (hinin^  points ;  but 
by  a  true  and  lively  reprefentation  of  tlie  pains  and 
thoughts  atteading  fuch  a  paffion. 

Si 
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*'  Si  vis  me  fiere,  dolendum  eft 

**  Primum  ipfi  tibi,  tunc  tua  me  infortunia  lasdent." 

I  would  as  foon  believe  a  widow  in  great  grief  for 
her  hufband,  becaufe  I  faw  her  dance  a  corant  about 
his  coffin,  as  believe  a  man  in  love  with  his  miftrefs  for 
his  writing  fuch  verfes  as  fome  great  modern  wits  have 
done  upon  theirs. 

I  am  fatisfied  that  Catullus,  Tibullus,  Propertius, 
and  Ovid,  were  in  love  with  their  miftrefles  while  they 
upbraid  them,  quarrel  with  them,  threaten  them,  and 
forfwear  them  ;  but  I  confefs  I  cannot  believe  Petrarch 
in  love  with  his,  when  he  writes  conceits  upon  her  name, 
her  gloves,  and  the  place  of  her  birth.  I  know  it  is 
natural  for  a  lover,  in  tranfports  of  jealoufy,  to  treat 
his  miftrefs  with  all  the  violence  imaginable ;  but  I 
cannot  think  it  natural  for  a  man,  who  is  much  in  love, 
to  amufe  himfclf  with  fuch  trifles  as  the  ether.  I  am 
pkafed  with  Tibullus,  v/hen  he  fays,  he  could  live  in 
a  defart  with  his  miftrefs  where  never  any  human  foot- 
ileps  appeared,  becaufe  I  doubt  not  but  he  really  tliinks 
what  he  fays  :  but  I  confefs  I  can  hardly  forbear  laugh- 
ing when  Petrarch  tells  us,  he  could  live  without  any 
ether  fuftenance  than  his  miftrefs's  looks.  I  can  very 
eaiily  believe  a  man  may  love  a  woman  fo  well  as  to  de- 
fire  no  company  but  hers;  but  I  can  never  believe  a 
man  can  love  a  v/oman  fo  well  as  to  have  no  need  of 
meat  and  drink  if  he  may  look  upon  her.  The  firft  is 
a  thought  fo  natural  for  a  lover,  that  there  is  no  man 
really  in  love,  but  thinks  the  fame  thing  ;  the  ether  is 

not 
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not  the  'thought  of  a  man  in  love,  but  of  a  man  who 
would  impofe  upon  us  with  a  pretended  love  (and 
that  indeed  very  grofsly  too)  while  he  had  really  none 
at  all. 

It  would  be  endlefs  to  purfue  this  point ;  and  any 
man  who  will  but  give  himfelf  the  trouble  to  compare 
what  the  ancients  and  moderns  have  faid  upon  the  fame 
occafions,  will  foon  perceive  the  advantage  the  former 
have  over  the  others.  I  have  chofen  to  mention  Pe- 
trarch only,  as  being  by  much  the  moft  famous  of  all 
the  moderns  who  ha\  e  written  love-verfes :  and  it  is, 
indeed,  the  great  reputation  which  he  has-  gotten,  that 
has  given  encouragement  to  this  falfe  fort  of  wit  in  the 
world  :  for  people,  feeing  the  great  credit  he  had,  and 
has  indeed  to  this  day,  not  only  in  Italy,  but  over 
all  Europe,  have  fatisfied  themfelves  with  the  imitatioa 
■of  him,  never  enquiring  whether  the  way  he  took  was 
the  right  or  not. 

There  are  no  modern  writers,  perhaps,  who  have 
^fucceeded  better  in  love-verfes  than  the  Englifh ;  and 
it  is  indeed  juft  that  the  faireft  ladies  Ihould  infpire  the 
beft  poets.  Never  was  there  a  more  copious  fancy  of 
greater  reach  of  wit  than  what  appears  in  Dr.  Donne ; 
■nothing  can  be  more  gallant  or  genteel  than  the  poems 
•of  Mr.  Waller  ;  nothing  more  gay  or  fprightly  than  thofe 
of  Sir  John  Suckling  ;  and  nothing  fuller  of  variety  and 
learning  than  Mr.  Cowley's.  However,  it  may  be  ob- 
ferved,  that  among  all  thefe,  that  foftnefs,  tendernefs, 
and  violence  of  pafiion,  w!  ich  the  ancients  thought 
moft  proper  for  Jcve-verfes,  is  wanting  :  and  at  the  fame 

time 
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time  that  we  muft  allow  Dr.  Donne  to  have  been  a  very 
great  wit ;  Mr.  Waller  a  very  gallant  writer  ;  Sir  John 
Suckling  a  very  gay  one;  and  Mr.  Cowley  a  great  genius ; 
yet  methinks  I  can  hardly  fancy  any  one  of  them  to 
have  been  a  very  great  lover.  And  it  grieves  me  that 
the  ancients,  who  could  never  have  handfomer  wom.en 
than  we  have,  fhould  neverthelefs  be  fo  much  more  in 
love  than  VvC  are.  But  it  is  probable  the  great  reafon 
of  this  may  be  the  cruelty  of  our  ladies;  for  a  man 
muft  be  imprudent  indeed  to  let  his  paflion  take  very 
■deep  rcot,  when  he  has  no  reafon  to  exped  any  fort  of 
return  to  it.  And  if  it  be  fo,  there  ought  to  be  a 
petition  made  to  the  fair,  that  they  would  be  pleafed 
fometimes  to  abate  a  little  of  their  rigour  for  the  propa- 
gation of  good  verfe.  I  do  not  mean  that  they  fhould 
-confer  their  favours  upon  none  but  men  of  wit,  that 
would  be  too  great  a  confinement  indeed  ;  but  that  they 
would  admit  them  upon  the  fame  foot  with  other  people; 
and  if  they  pleafe  now  and  then  to  make  the  experiment, 
I  fancy  they  will  find  entertainment  enough  from  the 
very  variety  of  it. 

There  are  three  forts  of  poems  that  are  proper  for  love : 
paftorals,  elegies,  and  lyric  verfes ;  under  v.'hich  lafl, 
I  comprehend  all  fongs,  odes,  fonnets,  madrigals,  and 
llanzas.  Of  all  thefe,  paftoral  is  the  loweft,  and,  upon 
that  account,  perhaps  moft  proper  for  love  ;  fmce  it 
is  the  nature  of  that  paflion,  to  render  the  foul  foft 
2nd  humble.  Thefe  three  forts  of  poems  ought  to  dif- 
fer, not  only  in  their  numbers,  but  in  the  deiigns,  and 
in  every  thought  of  them.  Though  v/e  have  no  dif- 
ference 
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ference  betvceen  the  verfes  of  paflorai  and  eleg)'  in  the 
modern  languages,  yet  the  numbers  of  the  firlt  ought 
to  be  loofer  and  not  fo  fonorous  as  the  other;  the  thoughts 
more  fimple,  more  eafy,  and  more  humble.  The  de- 
fign  ought  to  be  the  reprefenting  the  life  of  a  {hepherd» 
not  only  by  talking  of  (heep  and  fields,  but  by  fhovving 
us  the  truth,  fmcerity,  and  innocence,  that  accompanies 
that  fort  of  life :  for  though  I  knc.v  our  mailers, 
Theocritus  and  Virgil,  have  not  al'.vays  conformed  ia 
this  point  of  innocence ;  Theocritus,  in  his  Daphnis, 
having  made  his  love  too  wanton,  and  Virgil,  in  his 
Alexis,  placed  his  paflion  upon  a  boy-;  yet  (if  we  may 
be  allowed  to  cenfure  thofe  whom  we  mufl  always 
reverence)  I  take  both  thofe  things  to  be  faults  in  their 
poems,  and  fhould  have  been  better  pleafed  with  the 
Alexis  if  it  had  been  made  to  a  wom.an ;  and  with  the 
Daphnis,  if  he  had  made  his  Ihcpherds  more  modefr. 
When  I  give  humility  and  modefty  as  the  character  of 
paftoral,  it  is  not,  however,  but  that  a  fhepherd  m^ay 
be  allowed  to  boall  of  his  pipe,  his  fongs,  his  flocks, 
and  to  fhew  a  contempt  of  his  rival,  as  we  fee  both 
Theocritus  and  Virgil  do.  But  this  muft  be  ftill  m 
fuch  a  manner  as  if  the  occanon  offered  itfelf,  and  was 
not  fought,  and  proceeded  rather  from  the  violence  of 
the  Ihepherd's  pafTion,  than  any  natural  pride  or  malice 
in  him. 

There  ought  to  be  the  fame  difference  obferved  be- 
tween paftorals  and  elegies  as  between  the  life  of  the 
country  and  the  court.  In  the  firft,  love  ought  to  be 
reprefented  as  among  fiiepherds,  in  the  other  as  among 

Vol,  XVTI,  Z  gentlemen. 
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gentlemen.  They  ought  fo  be  fmooth,  clear,  tender, 
and  paflionate.  The  thoughts  may  be  bold,  more  gay, 
and  more  elevated,  than  in  paftoral.  The  pafiions  they 
leprefent,  either  more  gallant  or  more  violent,  and  lefs 
innocent  than  the  others.  The  fubjeds  of  them,  prayers, 
praiies,  expoftulations,  quarrels,  reconcilements,  threat- 
rings,  jealouHes,  and  in  fine,  all  the  natural  effects 
of  love. 

Lyricks  may  be  allowed  to  handle  all  the  fame  fubjects 
with  elegy,  but  to  do  it  however  in  a  different  manner. 
An  elegy  ought  to  be  fo  entirely  one  thing,  and  ever)' 
Terfe  ought  fo  to  depend  upon  the  other,  that  they 
ihould  not  be  able  to  fubfifl  alone ;  or,  to  make  ufe  of 
the  words  of  a  *  great  modern  critic,  there  muft  be 

*'  a  juft  coherence  made 

**  Between  each  thought,  and  the  whole  model  laid^ 

**  So  rights  that  every  llep  may  higher  rife, 

"  Like  goodly  mountains,  till  they  reach  the  ikies.'* 

Lyricks,  on  the  other  hand,  though  they  ought  to 
make  one  body  as  well  as  the  other,  yet  may  confift  of 
parts  that  are  entire  of  themfelves.  It  being  a  rule  in 
modern  languages,  that  every  ftanza  ought  to  make  up 
a  complete  fenfe  without  running  into  the  other.  Fre- 
quent fentences,  which  are  accounted  faults  in  elegies, 
are  beauties  here.  Belides  this,  Malherbe,.and  the  French 
poets  after  him,  have  made  it  a  rule  in  the  ftanzas  of 
fix  lines,  to  make  apaufe  at  the  third  j  and  in  thofe  of 

*  Lord  Mulgrave, 

tzn. 
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ten  lines,  at  the  third  and  the  feventh.  And  it  mull  be 
confeft  that  this  exadnefs  renders  them  much  mure 
mufical  and  harmonious;  though  thev  have  not  always 
been  fo  religious  in  obferving  the  latter  rule  as  the 
former. 

But  I  am  engaged  in  a  very  vain,  or  a  very  fooliih 
defign  :  thofe  who  are  critics,  it  would  be  a  pre- 
fumption  in  me  to  pretend  I  could  inllraft;  and  to  in- 
ftrucT:  thofe  who  are  not,  at  the  fame  rime  I  write  myfelf, 
is  (if  I  m.ay  be  allowed  to  apply  another  man's 
fimile)  like  felling  arms  to  an  enemy  in  time  of  war  : 
though  there  ought,  perhaps,  to  be  more  indulgence 
Ihewn  to  things  of  love  and  gallantry  than  any  others, 
becaufe  they  are  generally  written  when  people  are 
young,  and  intended,  for  ladies  who  are  not  fuppofed  to 
be  very  old ;  and  all  young  people,  efpecially  of  the  fair 
fex,  are  more  taken  with  the  livelinefs  of  fancy,  than 
the  corrednefs  of  judgment.  It  may  be  alfo  obfervcd, 
that  to  write  of  love  well,  a  man  muft  be  really  in 
love ;  and  to  corred  his  v.ritings  well,  he  muft  be  out 
of  love  again.  I  am  well  enough  fatislied  I  may  be 
in  circumftances  of  writing  of  love,  but  I  am  almoil  in 
defpair  of  ever  being  in  circumftances  of  correcling  it. 
This  I  hops  may  be  a.  reafon  for  the  fair  and  the 
young  to  pafs  over  fome  of.  the  faults ;  and  as  for  the 
grave  and  wife,  all  the  favour  I  fnall  beg  of  them  is, 
that  they  v/ould  not  read  them.  Things  of  this  nature 
are  calculated  only  for  the  former.  If  love-verfes  work 
upon  the  ladies,  a  man  will  not  trouble  himfclf  with 
what  the  critics  fay  of  them  ;  and  if  they  do  not,  ail 
Z  z  the 
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the  commendations  the  critics  can  give  him  will  make 
but  very  little  amends.  All  I  fliall  fay  for  thefe  trifles 
is,  that  I  pretend  not  to  vie  with  any  man  whatfoever. 
I  doubt  not  but  there  are  feveral  now  living  who  are 
able  to  write  better  on  all  fubjeds  than  I  am  upon  any 
one  :  but  1  will  take  the  boldnefs  to  fay,  that  there 
is  no  one  man  among  them  all  who  fhall  be  readier  to 
acknowledge  his  own  faults,  or  to  do  juflice  to  the 
merits  of  other  people. 


P  O  £■  M  S 
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TO       HIS       BOOK, 

GO,  little  bock,  and  to  the  world  impart 
The  faithful  image  of  an  amorous  heart : 
Thofe  who  love's  dear  deluding  pains  have  known,. 
May  in  my  fatal  ftories  read  their  own. 
Thofe  who  have  liv'd  from  all  its  torments  free. 
May  find  the  thing  they  never  felt,  by  me. 
Perhaps,  advis'd,  avoid  the  gilded  bait. 
And,  wam'd  by  ray  example,  fhun  my  fate. 
While  with  calm  joy,  fafe  landed  on  the  coafl, 
I  view  the  waves  on  which  I  once  was  toft. 
Love  is  a  medley  of  endearments,  jars, 
Sufpicions,  quarrels,  reconcilements,  wars ;. 
Then  peace  again.     Oh  !  would  it  not  be  beft 
To  chace  the  fatal  poifon  from  our  breaft  ? 
But,  fmce  fo  few  can  live  from  palfion  free, 
;Happy  the  man,  and  only  happy  he, 

Z  3  Who 
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Who  with  fuch  lucky  ftars  begins  his  love. 
That  his  cool  judgment  does  his  choice  approve. 
Ill-grounded  pallions  quickly  wear  away ; 
What  's  built  upon  elicem  can  ne'er  decay. 

ELEGY. 

THE     UNREWARDED     LOVER. 

LET  the  dull  Merchant  curfe  his  angry  fate. 
And  from  the  winds  and  waves  his  fortune  wait 
Let  the  loud  Lav\  yer  break  his  brains,  and  be 
A  flave  to  wrangling  coxcombs,  for  a  fee  : 
Let  the  rough  Soldier  Bght  his  prince's  foes. 
And  for  a  livelihood  his  life  expcfe : 
I  wage  no  w  ar,  I  plead  no  caufe,  but  Love's ; 
I  fear  no  ilcrms  but  what  Celinda  nrioves. 
And  what  grave  cenfor  can  my  choice  defpife  ? 
But  here,  fair  charmer,  here  the  difference  lies : 
The  Merchant,  after  all  his  hazards  paft. 
Enjoys  the  fruit  of  his  long  toils  at  laft ; 
The  bcldier  high  in  his  king's  favour  Hands, 
And,  after  having  Icng  obey'd,  commands ; 
The  Lawyer,  to  reward  his  tedious  care. 
Roars  en  the  bench,  that  babbled  at  the  bar  : 
While  I  take  pair.s  to  meet  a  fate  more  hard. 
And  reap  ro  ixuit,  no  favour,  no  reward. 


E  P  I- 
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E      P      I      G      R      A      Mi 
Written  in  a  lady's  table-book* 

WITH  what  firange  raptures  would  my  foul  be 
blell. 
Were  but  her  book  an  emblem  of  her  breafl ! 
As  I  from  that  all  former  marks  efface. 
And,  uncontrol'd,  put  new  ones  in  their  place  j 
So  might  I  chacc  all  others  from  her  heart. 
And  my  own  image  in  the  ftead  imparti 
But,  ah  !  how  Ihort  the  blifs  would  prove,  if  he 
Who  feiz'd  it  next,  might  do  the  fame  by  me  ! 

ELEGY. 

THE     POWER     OF     VERSE. 
To    HIS    MISTRESS. 

WHILE  thofe  bright  eyes  fubdue  wherc-e'er  you 
will. 
And,  as  you  pleafe,  can  either  fave  or  kill ; 
What  youth  fo  bold  the  conqueft  to  defign  ? 
What  wealth  fo  great  to  purchafe  hearts  like  thine  ? 
None  but  the  Mufe  that  privilege  can  claim. 
And  what  you  give  in  love,  return  in  fame. 
Riches  and  titles  with  your  life  maft  end  ; 
Nay,  cannot  ev'n  in  life  your  fame  defend  ; 

Z  4  Verfc 
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Verfe  can  give  fame,  can  fading  beauties  fave. 
And,  after  death,  redeem  them  from  the  grave : 
Embalm'd  in  verfe,  through  diftant  times  they  comCj 
Preferv'd,  like  bees  within  an  amber  tomb. 
Poets  (like  monarchs  on  an  Eafiern  throne, 
Bellrain'd  by  nothing  but  their  will  alone) 
Kere  can  cry  up,  and  there  as  boldly  blame. 
And,  as  they  pleafe,  give  infamy  or  fame. 
In  vain  the  *  Tyrian  Queen  resigns  her  life, 
For  the  bright  glory  of  a  fpotlefs  wife. 
If  lying  bards  may  falfe  amours  rehearfe. 
And  blaft  her  name  with  arbitrary  verfe ; 
While  f  one,  who  all  the  abfence  of  her  lord 
Had  her  v/ide  courts  with  prefling  lovers  ftor'dj. 
Yet,  by  a  Poet  grac'd,  in  deathlefs  rhymes. 
Stands  a  challe  pattern  to  fucceeding  times. 
With  pity  then  the  Mufes'  friends  furvey,. 
Nor  think  your  favours  there  are  throv/n  away; 
Wifely  like  feed  on  fruitful  foil  they  're  thrown, 
To  bring  large  crops  of  glory  and  renown  : 
For  as  the  fun,  that  in  the  marlhes  breeds 
Nothing  but  naufeous  and  unwholfcme  v/eeds;, 
With  the  fame  rays,  on  rich  and  pregnant  earth. 
To  pleafant  flowers  and  ufeful  fruits  gives  birth  i 
So  favours  caft  on  fools  get  only  Ihame, 
On  Poets  fhed,  produce  eternal  fame  ; 
Their  generous  breads  warm  with  a  genial  fire> 
And  more  than  all  the  Mufes  can  infpire. 

*  Dido.  -f-  Penelope. 

JEALOUSY, 
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JEALOUSY. 

I. 

WHO  could  more  happy,  who  more  bleft  could  H  ve^ 
Than  they  whom  kind,  whom  amorous  paflions 
move  ? 
What  crowns,  what  empires,  greater  joys  cotdd  give. 
Than  the  foft  chains,  the  flavery  of  Love  I 
Were  not  the  blifs  too  often  croft 
By  that  unhappy,  vile  diftruft,^ 
That  gnawing  doubt,  that  anxious  fear,  that  dangerous 

malady,. 
That  terrible  tormenting  rage,  that  madnefs,  Jealoufjv 

II. 
In  vain  Celinda  boafts  fhe  has  been  true. 
In  vain  fhe  fwears  fhe  keeps  untouch 'd  her  charms ; 
Dire  Jealoufy  does  all  my  pains  renew. 
And  reprefents  her  in  my  rival's  arms  : 
His  fighs  I  hear,  his  looks  I  view, 
I  fee  her  damn'd  advances  too ; 
J^  fee  her  fmile,  I  fee  her  kifs ;  and,  oh  !  methinks  I  fee 
Her  give  up  all  thofe  joys  to  him,  Ihe  Ihould  refervc 
for  me, 

III. 
Ingrateful  Fair-one  !  canft  thou  hear  my  groans  ? 
Canft  thou  behold  thefe  tears  that  fill  my  eyes  ? 
And  yet,  unmav'd  by  all  my  pains,  my  moans. 
Into  another's  arms  refign  my  prize  ? 

If 
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if  merit  could  not  gain  your  love. 
My  fufterings  might  your  pity  move  ; 

IMiglit  hinder  you  from  adding  thus,  by  jealous  frenzies, 
more 

New  pangs  to  one  whom  hopelefs  love  had  plagued  too. 

much  before. 

IV. 

Think  not,  falfe  nymph,  my  fury  to  out-ftorm  ; 
I  fcorn  your  anger,  and  defpife  your  frown  : 
Drefs  up  your  rage  in  its  moll  hideous  form. 
It  will  not  move  my  heart  when  love  is  flown ; 
No,  though  you  from  my  kindnefi  fly. 
My  vengeance  you  (hall  fatisfy  : 
The  Mufe,  that  would  havefung  your  praife,  fhall  now 

aloud  proclaim 
To  the  malicious,  fpiteful  world,  your  infamy  and  fhame, 
V. 
Ye  Gods  !  fhe  weeps ;  behold  that  falling  fl:iov;er  I 
See  how  her  eyes  are  quite  dilTolv'd  in  tears  i 
Can  flie  in  vain  that  precious  torrent  pour  ? 
Oh,  no,  it  bears  av,  ay  my  doubts  and  fears : 
'Twas  Pity  fure  that  made  it  flow  : 
For  the  fame  pity,  flop  it  now ; 
For  every  charming,  heavenly  drop  that  from  thofe  eyei 

does  part. 
Is  paid  with  ftreams  of  blood,  that  gulh  from  my  o'er- 

fiowing  heart. 

VI. 

Yes,  I  will  love  ;  I  will  believe  you  true. 

And  raife  my  paflions  up  as  high  as  e'er; 

Nay,  I'll  believe  you  falfe,  yet  love  you  too> 

Let  the  leafl  flgn  of  penitence  appear,  I'll 
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I'll  frame  excufes  for  your  fault. 
Think  you  furpriz'd,  or  meanly  caught; 
Nay  in  the  fury-,  in  the  height  of  that  abhorr'd  embrace. 
Believe  you  thought,  believe  at  leaft  you  wifh'd,  me  in 
the  place, 

VII. 
Oh,  let  me  lie  whole  ages  in  thofe  arms^ 
And  on  that  bofom  lull  afleep  my  cares : 
Forgive  thofe  foolilh  fears  of  fancy 'd  harms 
That  ftab  my  foul,  while  they  but  move  th\>  tears; 
And  think,  unlefs  I  lov'd  thee  Hill, 
I  had  not  treated  thee  fo  ill ; 
For  thefe  rude  pangs  of  jealoufy  are  much  more  certain 

figns 
Of  love,  than  all  the  tender  words  an  amorous  fancy 
coins, 

VIII. 
Torment  me  with  this  horrid  rage  no  more; 
Oh  fmile,  and  grant  one  reconciling  kif^i 
Ye  Gods,  fhe  's  kind !  I'm  ecllacy  all  o'er  ! 
yiy  foul  's  too  narrow  to  contain  the  blifs. 
Thou  pleafmg  torture  of  my  breaft. 
Sure  thou  wert  fram'd  to  plague  my  refl:. 
Since  both  the  111  and  Good  you  do,  alike  my  peace 

deftroy ; 
7  hat  kills  me  with  excefs  of  grief,  this  with  excefs 
of  joy. 

CURE 
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CURE    OF    JEALOUSY. 

T  T  7 11 A  T  tortures  can  there  be  in  hell, 
*    »     Compar'd  to  what  fond  lovers  feel. 
When,  doating  on  fome  fair-one's  charms,. 
They  think,  fhe  yields  them  to  their  rival's  arms  t 

As  lions,  though  they  once  were  tame, 
■•   Yet  if  (harp  wounds  their  rage  inflame. 

Lift  up  their  ftormy  voices^  roar. 
And  tear  the  keepers  they  obey'd  before. 

So  fares  the  lover  when  his  breall 
By  jealous  phrenzy  is  pofTefl ; 
Forfwears  the  nymph  for  whom  he  bums> 
Yet  ftraight  to  her  whom  he  forfwears  returns*. 

Eut  when  the  fair  refolves  his  doubt. 
The  love  comes  in,  the  fear  goes  out ; 
The  cloud  of  J^aloufy  's  difpell'd. 
And  the  bright  fun  of  innocence  reveal'd. 

With  what  ftrange  raptures  is  he  blell!. 
Raptures  too  great  to  be  expreft. 
Though  hard  the  torment 's  to  endure. 
Who  would  not  have  the  ficknefs  for  the  cure  I 
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SONNET. 

DEATH. 

WHAT  has  this  bugbear  Death  that's  \vorth  our 
care  ? 
After  a  life  in  pain  and  fcrrow  pafl. 
After  deluding  hope  and  dire  defpair. 
Death  only  gives  us  quiet  at  the  lafl. 

How  ftrangely  are  our  love  and  hate  mifplac'd  I 
Freedom  we  feek,  and  )  et  from  freedom  flee ; 

Courting  thofe  tyrant-fms  that  chain  us  faft. 
And  Ihunning  Death,  that  only  fets  us  free. 

'Tis  not  a  foolilh  fear  of  future  pains, 

^  Why  fhould  they  fear  who  keep  their  fouls  from  flains  ?) 

That  makes  me  dread  thy  terrors.  Death,  to  fee : 
*Tis  not  the  lofs  of  riches,  or  of  fame. 
Or  the  vain  toys  the  vulgar  pleafures  name ; 

'Tis  nothing,  Caelia,  but  the  lofmg  thee. 

ELEGY. 

TO    HIS     FALSE     MISTRESS. 

C^LI  A,  your  tricks  will  now  no  longer  pafs. 
And  I'm  no  more  the  fool  that  once  I  was. 
I  know  my  happier  rival  does  obtain 
All  the  vail  blifs  for  which  I  figh  in  \  ain. 

Him, 


3  50  W  A  L  S  H '  S    P  O  E  M  S. 

Him,,  him  you  love,  to  me  you  ufe  your  art ; 

I  had  your  looks,  another  had  your  heart : 

To  me  you  're  Tick,  to  me  of  fi  ies  afraid  ; 

He  finds  your  ficknefs  gone,  your  fpies  betrayed  ; 

I  figh  beneath  your  windo'-v  all  the  night;. 

He  in  your  arms  pofleffes  the  delight. 

I  know  you  treat  me  thus,  falfe  fair,  I  do  ;: 

And,  oh!  what  plagues  me  worfe,,  he  knows  it  too; 

To  him  my  fighs  are  told,  my  letters  fhown,. 

And  all  my  pains  are  his  diverfion  grov/n. 

Yet,  fmce  you  could  fuch  horrid  treafons  a.^, 

I'm  pleas'd  you  chofe  out  him  to  do  the  {?It : 

His  vanity  does  for  my  wrongs  atone,.  '> 

And  'tis- by  that  I  have  your  falfehood  known^ 

What  fhall  I  do  !  for,  treated  at  this  rate, 

I  mull  not  love,  and  yet  I  cannot  hate  : 

I  hate  the  actions,,  but  I  love  the  face ; 

Oh,  were  thy  virtue  more,,  or  beauty  h[s  I: 

I'm  all  confufion,  and  my  foul-  's  on  fire. 

Torn  by  contending  reafon  and  defire  ; 

This  bids  me  love,  that  bids  me  love  give  o'er. 

One  counfels  beft,  the  other  pleafes  more. 

I  know  I  ought  to  hate  you  for  your  fault,. 

But,  oh  I  I  cannot  do  the  thing  I  ought. 

Canil  thou,  mean  wretch  !  canlt  thou  contented  prove 

With  the  cold  relicks  of  a  rival's  love  ? 

Why.  did  I  fee  that  face  to  charm  my  breaft  ?. 

Or,  having  feen,  why  did  I  know  the  rell  ? 

Gods !  it  1  have  obey'd  your  jull  commands. 

If  I  've  deferv'd  fome  favour  of  your  hnnds ; 

Make 
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Make  mc  that  tame,  that  eafy  fool  again. 

And  rid  me  of  my  knowledge  and  my  pain : 

And  you,  falfe  fair  !  for  whom  fo  oft  I  've  griev'd^ 

Pity  a  wretch  that  begs  to  be  deceiv'd  ; 

Forfwear  yourfelf  for  one  v/ho  dies  for  you. 

Vow,  not  a  word  of  the  whole  charge  wus  true ;. 

But  fcandals  all,  and  forgeries,  devis'd 

By  a  vain  wretch  neglected  and  defpis'dt. 

I  too  will  help  to  foruard  the  deceit. 

And,  to  my  power,  contribute  to  the  cheat. 

And  thou,  bold  man,  who  think'ft  to  rival  rrie^ 

For  thy  prefumption  I  could  pardon  thee; 

I  could  forgive  thy  lying  in  her  arms, 

I  could  forgive  thy  rifling  all  her  charms : 

But,  oh  !  1  never  can  forgive  the  tongue 

That  boalls  her  favours,  and  proclaims  my  wrongs 


UPON    THE    SAME    OCCASION. 

WHAT  fury  does  diilurb  my  red  ? 
What  hell  is  this  within  my  breaft  ? 
Now  I  abhor,  and  nov/T  love  ; 
And  each  an  equal  torment  prove* 
I  fee  Celinda's  cruelty,. 
1  fee  fhe  loves  all  men  but  me ; 
I  fee  her  falfehood,  fee  her  pride^ 
I  fee  ten  thoufand  faults  befide ; 
I  fee  fhe  llicks  at  nought  that  's  ill ; 
Yet,  oh  ye  Powers !  I  love  her  flill. 

Other!? 
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Others  on  precipices  run. 

Which,  blind  with  love,  they  cannot  Ihun  : 

I  fee  my  danger,  fee  my  ruin  ; 

Yet  feek,  yet  court,  my  own  undoing  : 

And  each  new  reafon  I  explore 

To  hate  her,  makes  me  love  her  more. 


THE      ANTIDOTE. 

WHEN  I  fee  the  bright  nymph  who  my  heart 
does  enthral. 
When  I  view  her  foft  eyes,  and  her  languiihing  air. 
Her  merit  fo  great,  my  own  merit  fo  fmall. 
It  makes  me  adore,  and  it  makes  me  defpair, 

Eut  when  I  confider,  fhe  fquanders  on  fools 

All  thofe  treafures  of  beauty  with  which  Ihe  ib  ftor'd; 

My  fancy  it  damps,  my  palTion  it  cools. 

And  it  makes  me  defpife  what  before  I  ador'd. 

Thus  fometimes  I  defpair,  and  fometimes  I  defpife  : 
I  lo\  e,  and  I  hate,  but  I  never  efteem  : 

The  paiuon  grows  up  when  I  view  her  bright  eyes. 
Which  my  rivals  deflroy  when  I  look  upon  them. 

How  Vv'ifely  does  Nature  things  fo  different  unite  ? 

In  fuch  odd  compofitions  our  fafety  is  found  ; 
As  the  blood  of  a  fcorpion  's  a  cure  for  the  bite. 

So  her  folly  makes  whole  whom  her  beauty   does 
wound. 

UPON 


[   zsz   ] 


UPON    A   FAVOUR   OFFERED. 

CiELIA,  too  late  you  would  repent  ^ 
The  offering  all  your  (lore. 
Is  now  but  like  a  pardon  fent 
To  one  that  's  dead  before. 

While  at  the  firft  )-ou  cruel  prov'dj 

And  grant  the  blifs  too  late ; 
VoQ  hinder'd  me  of  one  I  lov'd. 

To  give  me  one  I  hate. 

I  thought  you  innocent  as  fair. 

When  firft  my  court  I  made; 
But  when  your  falfehoods  plain  appear. 

My  love  no  longer  ftay'd. 

Your  bounty  of  thofe  favours  fliown, 

\^'hore  worth  you  firft  deface. 
Is  melting  valued  medals  do-An, 

And  giving  us  the  brafs. 

Oh,  fincc  the  thing  we  beg  '5  a  toy 

That 's  priz'd  by  love  alone. 
Why  cannot  women  grant  the  joy. 

Before  our  love  is  gone  ? 


Vol.  X\'n.  A  a  T  II  K 
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THE    RECONCILEMENT. 

BE  gone,  ye  fighs !  be  gone,  ye  tears ! 
Be  gone,  ye  jealoufies  and  fears ! 
Cellnda  fwears  fhe  never  lov'd, 
Celinda  fwears  none  ever  mov'd 
Her  heart,  but  I ;  if  this  be  true. 
Shall  I  keep  company  with  you  ? 
What  though  a  fenfelefs  rival  fwore 
She  faid  as  much  to  him  before  ? 
What  though  I  favv  him  in  her  bed? 
I  '11  truft  not  what  I  faw,  bat  what  (he  faid„ 
Curfe  on  the  prudent  and  the  wife, 
V>"'ho  ne'er  believe  fuch  pleafmg  lies : 
I  grant  (he  only  does  deceive  ] 
I  grant  'tis  folly  to  believe ; 
But  by  this  folly  I  vaft  pleafures  gain. 
While  you  v/ith  all  your  v/ifdom  live  in  pain. 

DIALOGUE 

BETWEEN      A      LOVER      AND      HIS      FRIEND* 

[irregular      VERSES.] 

FRIEND. 


VALUE  thyfelf,  fond  youth,  no  r 
On  favours  Muius  had  beiore  j 
Ke  had  her  lirft,  her  virgin  Same, 
Ycu  like  a  bold  intruder  came 


more 


To 
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To  the  cold  relicks  of  a  feaft. 
When  he  at  firft  had  feiz'd  the  beil. 

LOVER. 

When  he,  dull  fot,  had  feiz'd  the  worfe, 
I  came  in  at  the  fecond  courfe ; 
'Tis  chance  that  firft  makes  people  love. 
Judgment  their  riper  fancies  move. 
Mulus,  you  fay,  firft  charm'd  her  eyes  ; 
Firft,  (he  lov'd  babies  and  dirt-pies ; 
But  Ihe  grew  wifer,   and  in  time 
Found  out  the  folly  of  there  toys  and  him* 

FRIEND. 

If  wifdom  change  in  love  begets, 
Women,  no  doubt,  are  wondrous  wits. 
But  wifdom  that  now  makes  her  change  to  you. 
In  time  will  make  her  change  to  ethers  too. 

LOVER. 

I  grant  you,  no  man  can  forefee  his  doom  ; 
But  ihall  I  grieve  becaufe  an  ill  rnay  come  ? 
Yet  I  '11  allov/  her  change,  when  fne  can  fee 

A  man  deferves  her  more  than  me. 
As  much  as  1  deferve  her  more  than  he. 

FRIEND. 

Did  they  with  our  own  eyes  fee  our  defert 
No  woman  e'er  could  from  her  lover  part. 

But,  oh  !  they  fee  not  with  their  o.vn. 
All  things  to  them  are  through  faife  optics  fl.ewn. 
Love  at  the  firft  dots  all  your  charms  incrca^.^ 
When  the  tube  's  turn'd,  hate  reprefents  them  lefs. 

Aaz  LOVER. 
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LOVER. 

Whate'er  may  come,  I  will  not  grieve 
For  dangers  that  I  can't  believe. 
She  '11  ne'er  ceafe  loving  me ;  or  if  fhe  do, 
^Tis  ten  to  one  I  ceafe  to  love  her  too. 


EPIGRAM. 
L        Y        C        E. 

GO,  faid  old  Lyce,  fenfelefs  lover,  go. 
And  with  foft  verfes  court  the  fair  ;  but  know. 
With  all  thy  verfes,  thou  canft  get  no  more 
Than  fools  without  one  verfe  have  had  before. 
Enrag'd  at  this,  upon  the  bawd  I  fiew. 
And  that  which  moft  enrag'd  me  was,  'twas  true. 

THE    FAIR    MOURNER. 

IN  what  fad  pomp  the  mournful  charmer  lies ! 
Does  Ihe  lament  the  viftim  of  her  eyes  ?  ■ 

Or  would  (he  hearts  with  foft  compalfion  move-, 
To  make  them  take  die  deeper  (lamp  of  love  ? 
What  youth  fo  v/ife,  fo  wary  to  efcape. 
When  Rigour  comes,  dreft  up  in  Pity's  fliape  ? 
Let  not  in  vain  thofe  precious  tears  be  ihed. 
Pity  the  dying  fair  one,  not  the  dead ;  •' 

While  you  unjuftly  of  the  fates  complain, 
I  grieve  as  much  for  you,  as  much  in  vain. 
Each  to  relentlefs  judges  make  their  moan ; 
Blame  not  Death's  cruelty,  but  ceafe  your  own. 

While' 
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While  raging  paffion  both  our  fouls  does  wound, 
A  fovereign  balm  might  fure  for  both  be  found  ; 
Would  you  but  wipe  your  fruitlefs  tears  away. 
And  with  a  juft  compaffion  mine  furvey. 

EPIGRAM. 
TO    HIS    FALSE   MISTRESS. 

THOU  faidft  that  I  alone  thy  heart  could  move. 
And  that  for  me  thou  wouldft  abandon  Jove. 
I  lov'd  thee  then,  not  with  a  love  defil'd. 
But  as  a  father  loves  his  only  child. 
I  know  thee  now,  and  though  I  fiercelier  burn,. 
Thou  art  become  the  objedl  of  my  fcorn  : 
See  what  thy  falfehood  gets ;  I  muft  confcfs 
1  love  thee  more,  but  I  efteem  thee  lefs,. 

E        P        I        G        R        A        M. 

LOVE     AND     JEALOUSY. 

HOW  much  are  they  deeeiv'd  who  vainly  ftrive 
By- jealous  fears  to  keep  our  flames  alive  1 
Love  's  like  a  torch,  which,  if  fecur'd  from  blafts. 
Will  faintlicr  burn,  but  then  it  longer  lafts : 
Expos'd  to  ftorms  of  jealoufy  and  doubt, 
Tiie.  blaze  g^rows  greater,  but  'tis  fooner  out. 
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*       ELEGY. 
THE        PETITION. 

IN    IMITATION    OF    CATULLUS, 

IS  there  a  pious  pleafure  that  proceeds 
From  contemplation  of  our  virtuous  deeds  ? 
That  all  mean  fordid  actions  we  defpifc. 
And  fcorn  to  gain  a  throne  by  cheats  and  lies  ? 
Thyrfis,  thou  hafl  fure  bleffings  laid  in  ftore. 
From  thy  juft  dealing  in  this  curft  amour; 
What  honour  can  in  words  or  deeds  be  fhown. 
Which  to  the  fair  ihou  haft  not  faid  and'  done  ? 
On  her  falfe  heart  they  all  are  thrown  away ; 
She  only  fwears,  more  easily  to  betray. 
Ye  Powers !  that  know  the  many  vows  fhe  broke. 
Free  my  juft  foul  from  this  unequal  yokei 
My  love  boils  up,  and,  like  a  raging  flood. 
Runs  through  my  veins,  and  taints  my  vital  blood, 
I  do  not  vainly  beg  Ihe  may  grow  chafte. 
Or  with  an  equal  pafTion  burn  at  laft ; 
The  one  (he  cannot  praftifc,  though  fhe  would ; 
And  I  contemn  the  other,  though  Ihe  fnould  : 
Nor  afk  I  vengeance  on  the  perjur'd  jilt; 
'Tis  punifnraent  enough  to  have  her  guilt. 
I  beg  but  balfam  for  my  bleeding  breair. 
Cure  for  my  wounds,  and  from  my  labours  reft. 
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E  L  E  G  Y, 

UPON    QJJITTING    HIS    MISTRESS. 

T  KNOW,  Celinda,  I  have  borne  too  long, 

■*-  And,  by  forgiving,  have  increas'd  my  wrong : 

Yet  if  there  be  a  power  in  verfe  to  Hack 

Thy  courfe  in  vice,  or  bring  fled  virtue  back, 

I  '11  undertake  the  tafK:,  howe'er  fo  hard  ; 

A  generous  action  is  its  own  reward. 

Oh !  were  thy  virtues  equal  to  thy  charms, 

I  'd  fly  from  crowns  to  live  within  thofc  arms : 

But  who,  oh  who,  can  e'er  believe  thee  jufl:. 

When  fuch  known  falfehoods  have  deflroy'd  all  truRf 

Farewel,  falfe  fair !  nor  Ihall  I  longer  flay. 
Since  v/e  muft  part,  why  fhould  v/e  thus  delay? 
Your  love  alone  was  what  my  foul  could  prize. 
And  mifling  that,  can  all  the  reft  defpife  ; 
Yet  fhould  I  not  repent  my  follies  paft. 
Could  you  take  up  and  grow  referv'd  at  lail, 
*Twould  pleafe  me,  parted  from  your  fatal  charms. 
To  fee  you  happy  in  another's  arms. 
Whatever  threatenings  fury  might  extort. 
Oh  fear  not  I  fhould  ever  do  you  hurt ; 
For  though  my  former  paflion  is  remov'd, 
I  would  not  injure  one  I  once  had  lov'd. 
Adieu  !  while  thus  I  wafte  my  time  in  vain, 
Sure  there  arc  maids  I  might  entirely  gain  : 

A  a  4  I  '11 
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I  'II  fearch  for  fuch,  and  to  the  firft  that  's  true, 
Refign  the  heart  fo  hardly  freed  from  you. 

TO     HIS     MISTRESS, 

AGAINST     MARRIAGE. 

YE S,  all  the  world  muft  fure  agree. 
He  who  's  fecur'd  of  having  thee. 
Will  be  entirely  bleft ; 
But  't  were  in  me  too  great  a  wrong. 
To  make  one  who  has  been  fo  long 
My  queen,  my  (lave  at  laft. 

Nor  ought  thofe  things  to  be  confin'd. 
That  v/ere  for  public  good  dcfign'd ; 

Could  we  in  fooliih  pride. 
Make  the  fun  always  with  us  (lay, 
'Twould  burn  our  corn  and  grafs  away. 

To  flarve  th?  world  befide. 

Let  not  the  thoughts  of  parting  fright 
Two  fouls,  which  paliion  does  unite;. 

For  while  our  love  does  lafl". 
Neither  will  flrive  to  go  away  ; 
And  why  the  devil  fliould  we  ftay^ 

When  once  that  love  is  pall  ? 


E  P  L 
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EPIGRAM. 

C      H      L      O      E. 

CHLOE  new-marry'd  looks  on  men  no  more; 
Why  then  'tis  plain  for  what  fhe  look'd  before, 

EPIGRAM. 
C      O      R      N      U      S. 

CORNUS  proclaims  aloud  his  wife  's  a  whore | 
Alas,  good  Cornus,  what  can  we  do  more  f 
Wert  thou  no  cuckold,  we  might  make  thee  one ; 
But  being  one,  we  cannot  make  thee  none, 

EPIGRAM. 
T      H      R      A      S      O. 

THRASO  picks  quarrels  when  he  's  drunk  at  night; 
When  fober  in  the  morning  dares  not  fight. 
Thrafo,  to  fhun  thofe  ills  that  may  enfue. 
Drink  not  at  night,  or  drink  at  morning  too. 

EPIGRAM. 
GRIPE     AND     SHIFTER, 

RIC  H  Gripe  does  all  his  thoughts  and  cunning  bendj 
T'  increafe  that  wealth  he  wants  the  foul  to  fpend. 
Poor  Shifter  does,  his  whole  contrivance  fet 
To  fpend  that  wealth  he  wants  the  fenfe  to  get. 

How 
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How  happy  would  appear  to  each  his  fate. 
Had  Gripe  his  humour,  or  he  Gripe's  eftate! 
Kind  Fate  and  Fortune,  blend  them  if  you  can, 
And  of  two  wretches  make  one  happy  man ! 

TO       C     .E    L    I    A, 

•UPON  SOME   ALTERATIONS  IN   HER   FACE. 

AH,  Caslia !  where  are  now  the  charms 
That  did  fuch  wondrous  paffions  move  ? 
Time,  cruel  Time,  thofe  eyes  difarms. 
And  blunts  the  feeble  darts  of  Love. 

What  malice  does  the  tyrant  bear 
To  womens'  intereft,  and  to  ours  ? 

Eeauties  in  which  the  public  fhare. 
The  greedy  villain  firll  devours. 

Who,  without  tears,  can  fee  a  prince 
That  trains  of  fawning  courtiers  had, 

Abandon'd,  left  without  defence  ? 
Nor  is  thy  haplefs  fate  lefs  fad. 

Thou  who  fo  many  fools  had  known. 
And  all  the  fools  would  hardly  do, 

Shouldft  now  confine  thyfelf  to  one ! 
And  he,  alas !   a  hufband  too. 

See  the  ungrateful  Haves,  how  fafl 
-    They  from  thy  fetting  glories  run  ; 
And  in  what  mighty  crov/ds  ihey  halle 
To  worihip  Flavia's  rifmg  fun ! 


In 
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In  vain  are  all  the  praclis'd  wiles. 

In  vain  thofe  eyes  would  love  impart; 
Not  all  th'  advances,  all  the  fmiles. 

Can  move  one  unrelenting  heart. 

While  Flavia,  charming  Flavia,  ftill 

By  cruelty  her  caufe  maintains ; 
And  fcarce  vouchfafes  a  carelefs  fmile 

To  the  poor  flaves  that  wear  her  chains. 

V/t\lf  C^lia,  let  them  wafte  their  tears ; 

But  fure  they  will  in  time  repine. 
That  thou  haft  not  a  face  like  hers. 

Or  {he  has  not  a  heart  like  thine. 


THE     PvETIREMENT. 

ALL  hail,  ye  fields,  where  conftant  peace  attends! 
All  hail,  ye  facred  folitary  groves ! 
All  hail,  ye  books,  my  true,  my  real  friends, 
Whofe  convcrfation  plcafes  and  improves ! 

Could  one  who  ftudy'd  your  fublimer  rules 
Become  fo  mad  to  fearch  for  joys  abroad  ? 

To  run  to  towns,  to  herd  with  knaves  and  fools. 
And  undiftinguifh'd  pafs  among  the  crowd  ? 

One  to  ambitious  fancy  's  made  a  prey. 
Thinks  happinefs  in  great  preferment  lies ; 

Nor  fears  for  that  his  country  to  betray, 

Curft  by  the  fools,  and  laught  at  by  the  wife. 

Others, 
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Others,  v/hom  avaricious  thoughts  bewitch, 
Confume  their  time  to  multiply  their  gains ;. 

And,  fancying  wretched  all  that  are  not  rich, 
Negledl  the  end  of  life  to  get  the  means. 

Others,  the  name  of  pleafure  does  invite. 
All  their  dull  time  in  fenfual  joys  they  live ; 

And  hope  to  gain  that  folid  firm  delight 
By  vice,  which  innocence  alone  can  give. 

But  how  perplext,  alas !  is  human  fate ! 

I,  whom  nor  avarice  nor  pleafures  move. 
Who  view  with  fcorn  the  trophies  of  the  great^, 

Yet  muft  rayfelf  be  made  a  Have  to  love.. 

If  this  dire  paffion  never  will  be  gone. 
If  beauty  always  muft  my  heart  enthral. 

Oh !  rather  let  me  be  confln'd  to  one. 
Than  madly  thus  be  made  a  prey  to  all ! 

One  v/ho  has  early  known  the  pomps  of  ftate 

(For  things  unknown  'tis  ignorance  to  condemn) ; 
And  after  having  view'd  the  gaudy  bait. 

Can  boldly  fay.  The  Trifle  I  contemn. 
In  her  bleft  arms  contented  could  I  live. 

Contented  could  I  die  :  but  oh !  my  mind' 
1  feed' with  fancies,  and  my  thoughts  deceive^. 

With  hope  of  things  impoiTible  to  find. 

In  women  how  fhould  fenfe  and  beauty  meet  ? 

The  wifeft  men  their  youth  in  follies  fpend; 
The  beft  is  he  that  earlieft  finds  the  cheat. 

And  fees  his  errors  while  there  's  time  to  mend., 

THE 


I    3%    ] 


THE    DESPAIRING    LOVER« 

DISTRACTED  with  care 
For  Ph}  His  the  fair. 
Since  nothing  could  move  her. 
Poor  Damon,  her  lover, 
Refolves  in  defpair        » 
No  longer  to  languifh. 
Nor  bear  fo  much  anguifli; 
But,  mad  with  his  love. 
To  a  precipice  goes. 
Where  a  leap  from  above 
Would  foon  finiih  his  woes. 

When  in  rage  he  came  there. 
Beholding  how  fteep 
The  fides  did  appear. 
And  the  bottom  how  deep; 
His  torments  projecting. 
And  fadly  refle<fi:ing. 
That  a  lover  forfaken 
A  new  love  may  get. 
But  a  neck  when  once  broken 
Can  never  be  fet ; 
And,  that  he  could  die 
Whenever  he  would. 
But,  that  he  could  live 
But  as  long  as  he  could  : 


How 
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How  grievous  foever 
The  torment  might  grow. 
He  fcorn'd  to  endeavour 
To  finifli  it  fo. 
But  bold,  unconcern'd 
At  thoughts  of  the  pain. 
He  calmly  return'd 
To  his  cottage  again. 


SO  N  G. 

OF  all  the  torments,  all  the  cares,. 
With  which  our  lives  are  curft ;. 
Of  all  the  plagues  a  lover  bears,. 

Sure  rivals  are  the  worft! 
By  partners,  in 'each  other  kind, 

Afflidions  eafier  grow ; 

In  love  alone  we  hate  to  find 

Companions  of  oifr  woe, 

Sylvia,  for  all  the  pangs  you  fee 

Are  labouring  in  my  breaft  :. 
I  beg  not  you  vvoald  favour  me. 

Would  you  bu;- flight  the  reil ! 
How  great  foe'er  your  rigours  are^, 

Wi*th  them  alone  I  *11.  cope  ; 
I  can  endure  my  own  defpair. 

But  nor  another's  hope. 


A    SONG 


[    3^7     ] 

A    SONG    TO    PHYLLIS. 

I. 

PHYLLIS,  we  not  grieve  that  Nature^ 
Forming  you,  has  done  her  part; 
And  in  every  lingle  feature 
Shew'd  the  utmoft  of  her  art, 
II. 
But  in  this  it  is  pretended 

That  a  mighty  grievance  lies. 
That  your  heart  (hould  be  defended, 
Whilll  you  wound  us  v.ith  your  eyes* 
III. 
Love  's  a  fenfelefs  inclination. 

Where  no  mercy  's  to  be  found ; 
But  is  juft,  where  kind  compaJion 
Gives  us  balm  to  heal  the  wounds 
IV. 
Perfians,  paying  folemn  duty. 
To  the  rifmg  Sun  inclin'd. 
Never  would  adore  his  beauty. 
But  in  hopes  to  make  him  kind. 

THYLLIS'S    RESOLUTION. 

I. 
"T  T  7  H  ?,  N  fiavcs  their  liberty  require, 

^  *        Tiiey  hope  no  more  to  gaia^ 
But  you  not  only  that  defire. 
But  alk  the  power  lo  rci^M, 

II.  Think 
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II. 

Think  how  unjufl:  a  fuit  you  make. 

Then  you  will  foon  decline ; 
Your  freedom,  when  you  pleafe,  pray  take,' 

But  trefpafs  not  on  mine. 
III. 
No  more  in  vain,  Alcander,  crave, 

I  ne'er  will  grant  the  thing. 
That  he,  who  once  has  been  my  flavej 

Should  ever  be  my  king. 

AN        EPISTLE, 

TO    A    LADY    WHO    HAD    RESOLVED    AGAIN  >>T 
MARRIAGE, 

MADAM,  I  cannot  but  congratulate 
Your  refolution  for  a  fmgle  ftate ; 
Ladies,  who  would  live  undifturb'd  and  free, 
Muft  never  put  on  Hymen's  livery  ; 
Perhaps  its  outfide  feems  to  promife  fair. 
But  underneath  is  nothing  elfe  but  care. 
If  once  you  let  the  Gordian  knot  be  ty'd. 
Which  turns  the  name  of  virgin  into  bride ; 
That  one  fond  a.&.  your  life's  beft  fcene  foregoes » 
And  leads  you  in  a  labyrinth  of  woes, 
Whofe  ftrange  meanders  you  may  fearch  about. 
But  never  find  the  clue  to  let  you  out. 
The  married  life  affords  you  little  eafe. 
The  befl  of  hufbands  is  fo  hard  to  pleafe : 

■    •:  This 
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This  In  wives  careful  faces  you  may  fpell. 

Though  they  dilTerable  their  misfortunes  well. 

No  piague  's  fo  great  as  an  ill-ruling  head. 

Yet  'tis  a  fate  which  few  young  ladies  dread  : 

For  Love's  infinuating  fire  they  fan. 

With  fweet  ideas  of  a  god-like  man. 

Chloris  and  Phyllis  glory' d  in  their  fvvains. 

And  fung  their  praifes  on  the  neighbouring  plains ; 

Oh!  they  were  brave,  accomplifh'd,  charming  men, " 

Angels  till  raarry'd,  but  proud  devils  then. 

Sure  fome  refifllefs  power  with  Cupid  fides. 

Or  we  fhould  have  more  virgins,  fewer  brides ; 

For  fmgle  lives  afford  the  moft  content. 

Secure  and  happy,  as  they  're  innocent : 

Bright  as  Olympus,  crown'd  with  endlefs  cafe. 

And  calm  as  Neptune  on  the  Halcyon  feas : 

Your  fleep  is  broke  with  no  domeftic  cares, 

Ko  bawling  children  to  difturb  your  prayers ; 

No  parting  forrows  to  extort  your  tears. 

No  bluftering  hulband  to  renew  your  fears  I 

Therefore,  dear  madam,  let  a  friend  advife. 

Love  and  its  idle  deity  defpife : 

Sapprefs  wild  Nature,  if  it  dares  rebel ; 

'Ihere  's  no  fuch  thin^  as  "  leading  apes  in  hell," 


Vol.  XVII,  Bb  CLE- 
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CLELIA    TO    URANIA. 
AN        ODE. 

1. 

THE  dlfmal  regions  which  no  fun  beholds, 
Whilft  his  fires  roll  fome  diftant  world  to  cheer, 
Wliich  in  dry  darknefs,  froft,  and  chilling  cold. 
Spend  one  long  portion  of  the  dragging  year. 
At  his  returning  influence  never  knew 
More  joy  than  Clelia,  v/hen  {he  thinks  of  you. 

II. 

Thofe  zealots,  who  adore  the  rifing  fun. 
Would  foon  their  darling  deity  defpife. 

And  with  n-iOre  warm,  more  true  devotion  run. 
To  worfhip  nobler  beams,  Urania's  eyes ; 

Had  they  beheld  her  lovely  form  divine. 

Where  rays  more  glorious,  more  attracting,  (hinQ, 

III. 
But,  ah  !  frail  morrals,  thougli  you  may  admire 

At  a  convenient  diftance  all  her  charms. 
Approach  them, -and  ycu  '11  feel  a  raging  fire. 

Which  fcorches  deep,  and  all  your  power  difarms  : 
Thus,  like  th'  Arabian  bird,  your  care  proceeds 
From  the  bright  objed  which  your  pleafure  breeds, 

S  O  N'G. 
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THOUGH  Celia's  bom  to  be  ador'd. 
And  Strephon  to  adore  her  born. 
In  vain  her  pity  is  implor'd. 

Who  kills  him  twice  with  charms  and  fcorn, 
II. 
Fair  faint,  to  your  bleft  orb  repair^ 

To  learn  in  heaven  a  heavenly  mind ; 
'Thence  hearken  to  a  fmner's  prayer. 
And  be  lefs  beauteous,  or  more  kind* 


LOVING     ONE    I    NEVEPv    SAW. 

THOU  tyrant  God  of  Love,  give  oVr, 
And_perfeeute  this  breaft  no  more  ; 
Ah  !  tclJ  me  why  muft  every  dart 
Be  aim'd  at  my  unhappy  heart  ? 
I  never  raurmur'd  or  repin'd. 
But  patiently  myfelf  refign'd 
To  all  the  torments,  which  through  tlice 
Have  fell,  alas !  on  wretched  me  ; 
But  oh !  I  can  no  m^ore  fufiain 
This  long-contiaued  ftate  of  pain. 
Though  'tis  but  fruirlefs  to  complain. 
My  heart,  firit  foftea'd  by  thy  power, 
Ne'er  kept  its  liberty  an  hour; 

'    B  b  2  So 


} 
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So  fond  and  eafy  was  it  grown. 

Each  nymph  might  call  the  fool  her  own  : 

So  much  to  its  own  intereft  blind. 

So  ftrangely  charm'd  to  womankind. 

That  it  no  more  belong'd  to  me. 

Than  veftal-virgins  hearts  to  thee. 

I  often  courted  it  to  ftay ; 

But,  deaf  to  all,  'twould  fiy  away. 

In  vain  to  ftop  it  I  efTay'd, 

Though  often,  often,  I  difplay'd 

The  turns  £nd  doubles  women  made. 

Nay  more,  when  it  has  home  return'd. 

By  fome  proud  maid  ill  us'd  and  fcorn'd, 

I  ftill  the  renegade  careft. 

And  gave  it  harbour  in  my  breafl. 

O !  dien,  with  indignation  fir'd 

At  what  before  it  fo  admir'd ; 

With  fhame  and  forrow  overcaft. 

And  fad  repentance  for  the  paft, 

A  thoufand  facred  oaths  it  fwore 

Never  to  wander  from  me  more  ; 

After  chimaeras  ne'er  to  rove, 

Or  run  the  wild-goofe  chace  of  love. 

Thus  it  refolv'd — — 

Till  fome  new  face  again  betray'd 

The  refolutions  it  had  made  : 

Then  how  'twould  flutter  up  and  down, 

Epger,  impatient,  to  be  gone  : 

And,  though  fo  often  it  had  fail'd. 

Though  vainlefs  cxcry  heart  affail'd. 

Yet, 
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Yet,  lur'd  by  hope  of  new  delight. 

It  took  again  its  fatal  flight* 

*Tis  thus,  malicious  deity. 

That  thou  haft  banter'd  wretched  me  *, 

Thus  made  me  vainly  lofe  my  time. 

Thus  fool  away  my  youthful  prime  '^ 

And  yet,  for  all  the  hours  I  've  loft. 

And  fighs,  and  tears,  thy  bondage  coft^ 

Ne'er  did  thy  flave  thy  favours  blefs. 

Or  crown  his  paifion  with  fuccefs. 

Well — fmce  'tis  doom'd  that  I  muft  find. 

No  love  for  love  from  womankind ; 

Since  I  no  pleafur«  muft  obtain. 

Let  me  at  leaft  avoid  the  pain  : 

So  weary  of  the  chace  I  'm  grown. 

That  with  content  I  'd  fit  me  down. 

Enjoy  my  book,  my  friend,  my  cell. 

And  bid  all  womankind  farewel. 

Nay,  alk  for  all  I  felt  before. 

Only  to  be  difturb'd  no  more. 

Yet  thou  (to  my  complainings  deaf) 

Will  give  my  torments  no  relief; 

But  now,  ev'n  now,  thou  mak'ft  me  die. 

And  love  I  know  not  whom,  nor  why. 

In  every  part  L  feel  the  fire. 

And  burn  with  fanciful  defire; 

From  whence  can  love  its  magic  draw  ^ 

I  doat  on  her,  /  ne-cer Jan^j  : 

And  who,  but  lovers,  can  exprefs 

This  ftrange,  myfterious  tendernsfs  ? 

B  b  3  And 
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And  yet  methinks  'tis  happier  fo. 
Than  whom  it  is  I  love  to  j^now : 
Now  my  unbounded  notions  rove. 
And  frame  ideas  to  my  love- 
I  fancy  I  fhould  fomething  find. 
Diviner  both  in  face  and  mind. 
Than  ever  nature  did  beftow 
On  any  creatur.e  here  below. 
I  fancy  thus  Corinna  walks. 
That  thus  ibe  fmgs,  fhe  looks,  fhe  talkSc 
Sometimes  I  figh,  and  fancy  then. 
That,  did  Corinna  know  ray  pain. 
Could  fhe  my  trickling  tears  but  fee. 
She  would  be  kind  and  pity  me. 
Thus  thinking  I  've  no  caufe  to  grieve, 
I  pleafmgly  myfelf  deceive  ; 
And  fare  am  happier  far  than  he 
Who  knows  the  very  truth  can  be. 
Then,  gentle  Cupid,  let  me  ne'er 
See  my  imaginary  fair : 
Left  fhe  fhould  be  more  heavenly  bright 
Than  can  be  reach'd  by  Fancy's  height : 
Left  (when  I  on  her  beauty  gaze. 
Confounded,  loft  in  an  amaze  ; 
My  trembling  lips  and  eyes  fnould  tell, 
'Tis  her  I  dare  to  love  fo  well) ; 
She,  with  an  angry,  fcornful  eye. 
Or  fome  unkind,  fevere  reply. 
My  hopes  of  blifs  fliould  overcaft, 
And  my  prefuming  palTion  blaft. 
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If  but  in  this  thou  kind  wilt  prove. 
And  let  me  not  fee  her  I  love. 
Thy  altars  proftrate  I  'II  adore. 
And  call  thee  tyrant-god  no  more. 


PASTORAL     ECLOGUES, 
ECLOGUE      L 

DAPHNE. 

SICILIAN  Mufe,  my  humble  voice  infpire 
To  fmg  of  Daphne's  charms  and  Damon's  fire,   . 
Long  had  the  faithful  fvvain  fuppreft  his  grief. 
And,  fmce  he  durft  not  hope,  ne'er  ailc'd  relieL 
But  at  th*  arrival  of  the  fatal  day 
That  took  the  nymph  and  all  his  joys  away ; 
With  dying  looks  he  gaz'd  upon  the  fair. 
And  what  his  tongue  could  not,  his  eyes  declare  : 
Till  V,  ith  deep  fighs,_  as  if  his  heRrt-f»rings  broke, 
Prelling  her  hand,  thefe  tender  things  he  fpcke ; 

DAMON.. 

Ah,  lovely  nymph!  behold  your  lover  burn. 
And  view  that  pailion  which  you  "ll  not  return. 
As  no  nymph's  charms  did  ever  ^quai  thine^ 
So  no  fvvain's  love  did  ever  equal  mine  : 
How  happy,  fair,  how  happy  ihould  I  be. 
Might  I  but  iacrifice  myfclf  for  thcc  !,- 

B  b  4  Could 
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Could  I  but  pleafe  thee  with  my  dying  verfe. 
And  make  tPiee  ihed  one  tear  upon  my  hearfe  I 

DAPHNE. 

Too  free  an  oiFer  of  that  love  you  make. 
Which  now,  alas,  I  have  not  pou'er  to  take  : 
Your  wounds  I  cannot,  though  1  would,  relieve  % 
Phaon  has  all  the  love  that  I  can  give. 
Had  you  among  the  reft  at  f.rft  affail'd 
My  heart,  when  free,  you  had,  perhaps,  prevail'd. 
Now  if  you  blame,  oh,  blame  no.t  me,  but  Fate, 
That  never  brought  you  "till  'twas  grown  too  late.. 

D  A  M  o  N. 

Had  the  fates  brought  me  then,  too  charming  hit^ 
I  cculd  not  hope,  and  now  I  muft  defpair. 
Rul'd  by  your  friends,  you  quit  the  lover's  flame,. 
For  flocks,  foe  paftures,  for  an  empty  name. 
Yet  though  the  bleft  poffeffion  fate  denies. 
Oh  let  me  gaze  for  ever  on  thofe  eyes : 
So  juft,  fo  true,  fo  innocent  's  my  flame. 
That  Phaon,  did  he  fee  it,  could  not  blamec^ 

DAPHNE. 

Such  generous  ends  I  know  you  ftill  purfue^ 
What  I  can  do,  be  fure  I  will  for  you. 
If  on  efteera  or  pity  you  can  live. 
Or  hopes  af  raore,  if  I  had  more  to  give, 
Thofe  you  may  have,  but  cannot  have  my  heart ;. 
And  fmce  Vv'e  now  perhaps  for  ever  part. 
Such  noble  thoughts  through  all  your  life  exprefs. 
May  make  tJie  Vialue  more,,  the  pity  lefa. 

DA  MO  N'< 
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DAMON. 

Can  you  then  go  ?  Can  ycu  for  ever  part, 
{Ye  Gods !  what  (hivering  pains  furround  my  heart  I) 
And  have  one  thought  to  make  your  pity  lefs  J 
Ah  Daphne,  could  I  half  my  pangs  exprefs. 
You  could  not  think,  though  hard  as  rocks  you  were^ 
Your  pity  ever  could  too  great  appear. 
I  ne'er  Ihall  be  one  moment  free  from  pain. 
Till  I  behold  thofe  charming  eyes  again. 
Wlien  gay  diverfions  do  your  thoughts  employ, 
I  would  not  come  to  interrupt  the  joy  ; 
But  when  from  them  you  fome  fpare  moment  find,. 
Think  then,  oh  think  on  whom  you  leave  behind  ! 
Think  with  what  heart  I  fhall  behold  the  green. 
Where  I  fo  oft  thofe  charming  eyes  have  feen  1 
Think  with  what  grief  I  walk  the  groves  alone,. 
When  you,  the  glory  of  them  all,  are  gone ! 
Yet,  oh  1  that  little  time  you  have  to  ftay, 
X.et  me  ftill  fpeak,  and  gaze  my  fcul  away  I 
But  fee  my  paffion  that  fmall  aid  denies ; 
Grief  flops  my  tongue,  and  tears  o'erflow  my  eyes. 


ECLOGUE      II. 

GALATEA. 

f^^  H  Y  R S I S,  the  gayeft  one  of  all  the  fwains, 

-*-    Who  fed  their  flocks  upon  th'  Arcadian  plains 
While  love's  mad  paffion  quite  devour'd  his  heart. 
And  the  coy  nymph  that  caus'd,  negki^s  his  fmart  ; 

Strives 


'  f 
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Strives  In  low  numbers,  fuch  as  fhepherds  ufe. 
If  not  to  move  her  breaft,  his  own  amufe. 
You,  Chloris,  who  with  fcorn  refufe  to  fee 
The  mighty  wounds  that  you  have  made  on  me ; 
Yet  cannot  fure  with  equal  pride  difdain. 
To  hear  an  humble  hind  of  his  complain. 

Now  while  the  flocks  and  herds  to  fhades  retire. 
While  the  fierce  fun  fets  ail  the  world  on  fire ; 
Through  burning  fields,  through  rugged  brakes  I  rove. 
And  to  t^ie  hills  and  woods  declare  my  love. 
How  fmall  's  the  heat !  how  eafy  is  the  pain 
I  feel  without,  to  that  I  feel  within  ! 

Yet  fcornful  Galatea  will  not  hear, 
But  from  my  fongs  and  pipe  ftill  turns  her  ear: 
Not  fo  the  fage  Corifca,  nor  the  fair 
Climena,  nor  rich  ^Egon's  only  care ; 
From  them  my  fongs  a  jufl  compaiTion  drew ; 
And  they  Ihall  have  them,  fince  contenm'd  by  you. 

Why  name  I  them,  when  ev'n  chafte  Cynthia  fta\'s. 
And  Pan  himfelf,  to  liften  to  my  lays  ? 
Pari,  wliofe  fweet  pipe  has  been  adir.ir'd  fo  long. 
Has  not  difdain'd  fometimes  to  hear  my  fong : 
Yet  Galatea  fcorns  whate'er  I  fay. 
And  Galatea's  wifer  fure  than  they. 

Relentlefs  nymph  !  can  nothing  move  your  mind  ? 
Mufl:  you  be  deaf,  becaufe  you  are  unkind  ? 
Theugh  you  diflike  the  fubjed  of  my  lays. 
Yet  fure  the  fweetnefs  of  my  voice  might  pleafe. 
it  is  not  thus  that  you  dull  Mopfus  ufe ; 
Hh  fongs  divert  you,  though  you  rains  refufe  : 

Yet 
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Yet  I  could  tell  you,  fair-one,  if  I  would, 
(And  fince  you  trerrt  me  thus,  methinks  I  fhould) 
What  the  wife  Lycon  faid,  when  in  yon'  plain 
He  faw  him  court  in  hope,  and  me  in  vain  ; 
Forbear,  fond  youth,  to  chace  a  heedlefs  fair. 
Nor  think  with  well-tun'd  verfe  to  pleafe  her  ear; 
Seek  out  forne  other  nymph,  nor  e'er  repine 
That  one  who  likes  his  fongs,  (hould  fly  from  thine.  . 

-  Ah,  Lycon  i  ah  i  your  rage  falfe  dangers  forms  ; 
'Tis  not  his  fongs,  but  'tis  his  fortune  charms  : 
Yet,  fcornful  maid,  in  time  you'll  f.nd  thofe  toys 
Can  yield  no  real,  no  fubflantial  joys  ; 
In  vain  his  wealth,  his  titles  gain  efteem. 
If  for  all  that  you  are  adiam'd  of  him, 

4h,  Galatea,  would'ft  thou  turn  thofe  eyes. 
Would'!!  thou  but  once  vouchfafe  to  hear  my  cries  ; 
In  fuch  foft  notes  I  would  my  pains  impart. 
As  could  not  fail  to  move  thy  rocky  heart ; 
Vv  ith  fuch  fwect  fongs  I  would  thy  fame  make  knowfi^, 
rAs  Pan  himfelf  might  not  difdain  to  ov.n. 
Oh  could'ft  thou,  fair-one,  but  contented  be 
To  tend  the  fheep,  and  chace  the  hares,  with  m.e; 
To  have  thy  praifes  echo'd  through  the  groves. 
And  pafs  thy  days  with  one  who  truly  loves  : 
Nor  let  thofe  gaudy  toys  thy  heart  furprize. 
Which  the  fools  envy,  and  the  fage  defpife. 

But  Galatea  fcorns  my  humble  ikme. 
And  neither  alks  my  fortune,  nor  my  name. 
Of  the  Ijeft  cheefe  my  well-llor'd  dairy  's  full. 
And  my  foft  Iheep  produce  the  fineft  wool ; 

The 
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The  richefl  wines  of  Greece  my  vineyards  yield. 
And  fmiling  crops  of  grain  adorn  my  field. 

Ah,  fooliih  youth  !  in  vain  thou  boaft'ft  thy  ftore. 
Have  what  thou  wilt,  if  Mopfus  ftill  has  more. 
See  whilft  thou  fing'ft,  behold  her  haughty  pride. 
With  what  difdain  fhe  turns  her  head  afide ! 
Oh,  why  would  Nature,  to  our  ruin,  place 
A  tiger's  heart,  with  fuch  an  angel's  face  ? 

Ceafe,  fhepherd,  ceafe,  at  laft  thy  fruitlefs  nioan  ^ 
Nor  hope  to  gain  a  heart  already  gone. 
While  rocks  and  caves  thy  tuneful  notes  refound. 
See  how  thy  corn  lies  wither'd  on  the  ground  ! 
The  hungry  wolves  devour  thy  fatten'd  lambs  ; 
And  bleating  for  the  young  makes  lean  the  dams. 
Take,  (hepherd,  take  thy  hook,  thy  flocks  purfue, 
Aad  when  one  nymph  proves  cruel,  find  a  new. 

ECLOGUE      III. 

DAMON. 

TAKEN    FROM  THE   EIGHTH   ECLOGUE   OF    VIRGIL* 

ARISE,  O  Phofphoru«!  and  bring  the  day. 
While  I  in  fighs  and  tears  confume  away  ; 
Deceiv'd  with  flattering  hopes  of  Nifa's  love ; 
And  to  the  gods  my  vain  petitions  move  : 
Though  they  've  done  nothing  to  prevent  my  deaths 
1  '11  yet  invoke  them  with  my  dying  breath.. 
Begin,  my  Mufe,  begin  th'  Arcadian  ftrains, 

Arcadia  's  famous  ior  its  fpacious  plains. 
Its  whirling  pine-trees,  and  its  Ihady  groves. 
And  often  hears  the  fwains  lament  their  Icves. 

Great 
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Great  Pan  upon  Its  mountains  feeds  his  goats. 
Who  firft  taught  reeds  to  warble  rural  notes. 
Begin,  my  Mufe,  begin  th'  Arcadian  ftrains. 

Mopfus  weds  Nifa  !  oh,  well-fuited  pair  1 
When  he  fucceeds,  what  lover  can  defpair  ? 
After  this  match,  let  mares  and  griffins  breed; 
And  hounds  with  hares  in  friendly  confort  feed. 
Go,  Mopfus,  go  ;  provide  the  bridal  cake. 
And  to  thy  bed  the  blooming  virgin  take  : 
In  her  foft  arms  thou  fhalt  fecurely  reft. 
Behold,  the  evening  comes  to  make  thee  bleft ! 
Begin,  my  Mufe,  begin  th'  Arcadian  ftrains. 

Oh,  Nifa,  happy  in  a  lovely  choice ! 
While  you  with  fcorn  ntgltd  my  pipe  and  voice ; 
While  you  defpife  my  humble  fongs,  my  herd. 
My  ftiaggy  e)'ebrows,  and  my  rugged  beard ; 
While  through  the  plains  difdainfully  you  move. 
And  think  no  ftiepherd  can  deferve  your  love  ', 
Mopfas  alone  can  the  nice  virgin  win. 
With  charming  perfon,  and  with  graceful  mien. 
Begin,  my  Mufe,  begin  th'  Arcadian  ftrains. 

When  firft  I  faw  you  on  thofe  fatal  plains, 
I  reach'd  you  fruit ;  your  mother  too  was  there ; 
Scarce  had  you  feen  the  thirteenth  fpring  appear  : 
Yet  beauty's  buds  were  opening  in  your  face  ; 
I  gaz'd,  and  bluflies  did  your  charms  increafe. 
'Tis  love,  thought  I,  that  *s  riftng  in  her  breaft; 
Alas,  your  paifion,  by  ray  own,  I  gueft ; 
Then  upon  truft  I  fed  the  raging  pains. 
Begin,  my  Mufe,  begin  th'  Arcadian  ftrains. 

Oh, 
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Oh,  love !  I  know  thee  now  ;  thou  ow'ft  thy  birth 
To  rocks  ;  fome  craggy  mountain  brought  thee  forth: 
Nor  is  it  human  blood  that  fills  thy  veins, 
Begin,  my  Mufe,  begin  th*  Arcadian  ftrains, 

Relentlefs  love  to  bold  Medea  fhovv'd. 
To  (lain  her  guilty  hands  in  children's  blood. 
Was  (he  more  cruel,  or  more  wicked  he  ? 
He  was  a  wicked  counfellor,  a  cruel  mother  fhe. 
Begin,  my  Mufe,  begin  th'  Arcadian  itrains. 

Now  let  the  fcreech-owls  vie  with  warblirig  fwans  j 
Upon  hatd  oaks  let  blufliing  peaches  grov/. 
And  from,  the  brambles  liquid  amber  liow. 
The  harmlefs  wolves  the  ravenous  Iheep  (hall  fhun; 
And  \naliant  deer  at  fearful  greyhounds  run  ; 
Let  the  fea  rife,  and  overflow  the  plains. 
Begin,  my  Mufe,  begin  th'  Arcadian  firains. 

Adieu,  ye  flocks ;  no  more  ihall  I  purfue  I 
Adieu,  ye  groves  ;  a  long,  a  long  adieu  1 
And  you,  coy  nymph,  who  all  my  vows  difdain. 
Take  this  lall  prefent  from  a  dying  fvvain. 
Since  you  diilike  whate'er  in  life  I  faid. 
You  may  be  pleas'd,  perhaps,  to  hear  I'm  dead  : 
This  leap  fhall  put  an  end  to  all  ray  pains. 
Now  ceafe,  my  Mufe,  now  ceafe  th'  Arcadian  ftrains. 

Thus  Damon  fung  while  on  the  clitF  he  flood. 
Then  headlong  plung'd  into  the  raging  flood.. 
All  v^'ith  united  grief  the  lofs  be;noan. 
Except  the  author.fs  cf  his  fate  alone. 
Who  hears  it  with  an  unrelenting  breast. 
Ah,  cruel  nymph !  forbear  your  fcorni  at  ka^, 

Hov/ 
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How  much  foe'er  you  may  the  love  defpife, 
'iTis  barbarous  to  infult  on  one  that  dies. 

ECLOGUE      IV. 

L     Y     C     O     N. 

STREPHON  and  Damon's  flocks  together  kd. 
Two  charming  fwains  as  e'er  Arcadia  bred ; 
Both  fam'd  for  wit,  and  fam'd  for  beauty  both  ; 
Eoth  in  the  luflre  of  their  blooming  youth  : 
No  fullen  cares  their  tender  thoughts  remove, 
Ko  palhons  difcompofe  their  fouls,  but  love. 
Once,  and  but  once  alone,  as  Itory  goes, 
Eetween  the  youths  a  fierce  difpute  arofe  ; 
Not  for  the  merit  of  their  tuneful  lays 
(Though  both  deferv'd,  yet  both  defpis'd,  that  praife  }^ 
But  for  a  caufe  of  greater  moment  far. 
That  merited  a  lover's  utnioll  care. 
Each  fwain  the  prize  of  beauty  Itrove  to  gain. 
For. the  bright  Pnepherdefs  that  caus'd  his  pain* 
Lycon  they  chofe,  the  difference  to  decide, 
Lycon,  for  prudence  and  fage  counfel  try'd  ; 
Who  lo\e's  myiierious  arts  had  ftudy'd  long. 
And  taught,  when  old,  what  he  had  praftis'd  young^^ 
For  the  difpute  alternate  verfe  they  choofe. 
Alternate  verfe  delights  the  rural  Mufe. 

Strep.  To  Flavia,  love,  thou  juftly  ow'ft  the  prize. 
She  owns  thy  power,  nor  does  thy  laws  reprove. 

Dam.  Though  Sylvia,  for  herfclf,  love's  power  defies. 
What  crowds  of  valTals  has  ihe  made  to  love ! 

Strep, 


384  W  A  L  ^  H '  S    P  O  E  M  S. 

Strep.  When  Flavia  comes  attir'd  for  rural  games. 

Each  curl,  each  flower  fhe  wears,  a  charm  exprefs. 
Dam.  Sylvia,  without  a  foreign  aid,  inflames; 

Charm'-d  with  her  eyes,  we  never  mind  her  drefs. 
Strep.  Have  you  feen  Flavia  with  her  flaxen  hair  ? 

She  feems  an  image  of  the  queen  of  love ! 
Drm.  Sylvia's  dark  hair  like  Leda's  locks  appear. 

And  yet,  like  her,  has  charms  to  conquer  Jove. 
Strep.  Flavia  by  crouds  of  lovers  is  admir'd ; 

Happy  that  youth  who  ihall  the  fair  enjoy  ! 
Dam.  Sylvia  neg lefts  her  lovers,  lives  retir'd; 

Happy,  that  could  her  Icnely  thoughts  employ  ! 
Strep.  Flavia,  where -e'er  fhe  comes,  the  fwains  fub- 
dues. 

And  every  fmiie  (he  gives  conveys  a  dart. 
Dam.  Sylvia  the  fwains  with  native  coldnefs  views. 

And  yet  what  fhepherd  can  defend  his  heart  ? 
Strep.  Flavia's  bright  beauties  in  an  inftant  ftrike  ; 

Gazers,  before  they  think  of  it,  adore. 
Dam.  Sylvia's  foft  charms,  as  foon  as  feen,  we  like; 

But  Hill  the  more  we  think,  we  love  the  more. 
Strep.  Who  is  fo  ftupid,  that  has  Flavia  feen. 

As  not  to  view  the  nymph  with  vail  delight  ? 
Dam.  Who  has  feen  Sylvia,  and  fo  ftupid  been. 

As  to  remember  any  other  fight  ? 
Strep.  What  thoughts  has  Flavia,  when  with  care  H.e 
views 

Her  charming  graces  in  the  crj'ftal  lakes  ? 
Dam.  To  fee  hers,  Sylvia  need  no  mirrors  ufe  ; 

She  fees  them  by  the  conqucils  that  fne  makes. 

Str-p^ 
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Strep.  With  what  affiirance  F.'avia  walks  the  plains ! 

She  knows  the  nymphs  mufl:  all  their  lovers  yield. 
Dam.  Sylvia  with  bluflies  wounds  the  gazing  fwains. 

And  while  Ihe  ftrives  to  fly,  Ihe  wins  the  field. 
Strep.  Flavia  at  firft  young  Melibceus  lov'd ; 
For  me  (he  did  that  charming  youth  forfake. 
Dam.  Sylvia's  relentlefs  heart  was  never  mov'd; 
Gods !  that  I  might  the  iirft  impreflion  make  ! 
Strep.  Should  Flavia  hear  that  Sylvia  vy'd  with  her; 

What  indignation  would  the  charmer  fhow ! 
Dam,  Sylvia  would  Flavia  to  herfelf  prefer: 

There  we  alone  her  judgment  difallow. 
Strep.  If  Sylvia's  charms  with  Flavia's  can  compare. 

Why  is  this  crowded  ftill,  and  that  alone  ? 
Dam.   Becaufe  their  ways  of  life  fo  different  are; 
Flavia  gives  all  men  hopes,  and  Sylvia  none. 

Lycon.  Shepherds,  enough;  now  ceafe  your  amorous 

war; 
Or  too  much  heat  may  carry  both  too  far ; 
I  well  attended  the  difpute,  and  find 
Both  nymphs  have  charms,  but  each  in  diiFerent  kind, 
Flavia  deferves  more  pains  than  Ihe  will  coll; 
As  eafily  got,  were  (he  not  eafily  loft. 
Sylvia  is  much  more  difficult  to  gain  ; 
Bur,  once  poffefs'd,  will  well  reward  the  pain. 
We  wifh  them  Flavias  all,  when  firft  we  burn  ; 
But,  once  polTefs'd,  wifh  they  would  Sylvias  turn. 
And,  by  the  different  charms  in  each  expreft. 
One  we  (hould  fooneft  love,  the  other  beil. 
Vol.  XVII.  Cc  eclogue 
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ECLOGUE      V. 
DELIA. 

LAMENTING   THE    DEATH  OF   MRS.  TEMPEST,    WHO 
DIED    UPON   THE    DAY    OF    THE    GREAT   STORM, 

YE  gentle  fwains,  who  pafs  your  days  and  nights 
In  Love's  fincere  and  innocent  delights ! 
Ye  tender  virgins,  who  with  pride  difplay 
Your  beauty's  fplendor,  and  extend  your  fway  ! 
Lament  with  me !  with  me  your  forrows  join ! 
And  mingle  your  united  tears  with  mine  I 
Delia,  the  Queen  of  Love,  let  all  deplore  I 
Delia,  the  Queen  of  Beauty,  now  no  more  i 

Begin,  my  rvlufe  !  begin  your  mournful  ftrains ! 
Tell  the  fad  tale  through  all  the  hills  and  plains  I 
Tell  it  through  every  lawn  and  every  grove ! 
Where  flocks  can  wander,  ojr  where  {hepherds  rove  I 
Bid  neighbouring  rivers  tell  the  diftant  fea. 
And  Vv'inds  from  pole  to  pole  the  news  convey ! 
Delia,  the  Queen  of  Love,  let  all  deplore  1 
Delia,  the  Queen  of  Beauty,  now  no  more ! 

'Tis  done,  and  all  obey  the  mournful  Mufe ! 
See,  hills,  and  plains,  and  winds,  have  heard  the  news! 
The  foaming  fea  o'erwhelms  the  frighten'd  fliore. 
The  vallies  tremble,  and  the  mountains  roar. 
See  lofty  oaks  from  firm  foundations  torn. 
And  {lately  towers  in  heaps  of  ruin  mourn  I 

The 


PASTORAL   ECLOGUES.  3S7 

The  gentle  Thames,  that  rarely  paffion  knows. 
Swells  with  this  forrow,  and  her  banks  o'erflows : 
What  flirieks  are  heard!  what  groans!  what  dying  cries! 
Ev'n  nature's  felf  in  dire  convulfions  lies ! 
Delia,  the  Queen  of  Love,  they  all  deplore ! 
Delia,  the  Queen  of  Beauty,  now  no  more ! 

O !  why  did  I  furvive  the  fatal  day. 
That  fnatch'd  the  joys  of  all  my  life  away  ? 
Why  was  not  I  beneath  fome  ruin  loft  ? 
Sunk  in  the  feas,  or  Ihipwreck'd  on  the  coaft  ? 
Why  did  the  Fates  fpare  this  devoted  head  ? 
Why  did  I  live  to  hear  that  thou  wert  dead  ? 
By  thee  my  griefs  were  calm'd,  my  torments  eas'd ; 
Nor  knew  I  pleafure  but  as  thou  wert  pleas'd. 
Where  (hall  I  wander  now,  diftrefs'd,  alone  ? 
What  ufe  have  I  of  life,  now  thou  art  gone  ?. 
I  have  no  ufe,  alas !  but  to  deplore 
Delia,  the  pride  of  Beauty,  now  no  more  I 

What  living  nymph  is  bleft  with  equal  grace  ' 
All  may  difpute,  but  who  can  fill  thy  place  ? 
What  lover  in  his  miftrefs  hopes  to  find 
A  form  fo  lovely,  with  fo  bright  a  mind  ? 
Doris  may  boaft  a  face  divinely  fair. 
But  wants  thy  Ihape,  thy  motions,  and  thy  air. 
Lucinda  has  thy  Ihape,  but  not  tliofe  eyes. 
That,  while  they  did  th'  admiring  world  furprize, 
Difclos'd  the  fecret  luitre  of  the  mind. 
And  feem'd  each  lover's  inmolt  thoughts  to  find. 
Others,  whofe  beauty  yielding  fwains  confefs. 
By  indifcretion  make  their  conqueft  lefs, 

C  c  2  And 
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And  want  thy  condudft  and  obliging  wit 

To  fix.  thofe  ilaves  who  to  their  chains  fubmit. 

As  Tome  rich  tyrant  hoards  an  ufelefs  ftore. 

That  would,  well  plac'd,  inrich  a  thoufand  more  : 

So  didft  thou  keep  a  crowd  of  charms  retir'd 

Would  make  a  thoufand  other  nymphs  admir'd. 

Gay,  modeft,  artlefs,  beautiful  and  young. 

Slow  to  refolve  ;  in  refolution  ftrong ; 

To  all  obliging,  yet  referv'd  to  all ; 

None  could  himfelf  the  favour'd  lover  call : 

That  which  alone  could  make  his  hopes  endure. 

Was,  that  he  faw  no  other  fwain  fecure. 

Whither,  ah !  whither  are  thofe  graces  fled  ? 

Down  to  the  dark,  the  melancholy  Ihade  ? 

Now,  (liepherds,  now  lament!  ar.d  now  deplore! 

Delia  is  dead,  and  beauty  is  no  more! 

For  thee  each  tuneful  fwain  prepar'd  his  lays. 
His  fame  exalting  while  he  fung  thy  praife. 
Thyrfis,  in  gay  and  eafy  meafures,  ftrove 
To  charm  thy  ears,  and  tune  thy  foul  to  love: 
Menalcas,  in  his  numbers  more  fublime, 
Extoird  thy  virtues  in  immortal  rhyme. 
Glycon  whofe  fatire  kept  the  v/orld  in  awe, 
Soften'd  his  ftrain,  when  firft  thy  charms  he  faw, 
Confefs'd  the  goddefs  who  new-form'd  his  mind, 
Proclaim'd  thy  beauties,  and  forgot  mankind. 
Ceafe,  ihepherd,  ceafe;  the  charms  you  fung  are  fled. 
The  glory  of  our  blafted  ifle  is  dead. 
Now  join  your  griefs  with  mine !  and  now  deplore 
Delia,  the  pride  of  beauty,  now  no  morei 

Eehcld 
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Behold  where  now  fhe  lies  depriv'd  of  breath  ! 
Charming  though  pale,  and  beautiful  in  death ! 
A  troop  of  weeping  Virgins  by  her  fide ; 
With  all  the  pomp  of  woe  and  forrows  pride ! 
O,  early  loft  !  O,  fitter  to  be  led 
In  chearful  fplendor  to  the  bridal-bed. 
Than  thus  conduced  to  th'  untimely  tomb, 
A  fpotlefs  virgin  in  her  beauty's  bloom ! 
Whatever  hopes  fuperior  merit  gave. 
Let  me,  at  leaft,.  embrace  thee  in  the  grave; 
On  thy  cold  lips  imprint  a  dying  kifs  : 

0  that  thy  coynefs  could  refufe  me  this ! 
Such  melting  tears  upon  thy  limbs  I  '11  pour. 
Shall  thaw  their  numbnefs,  and  thy  warmth  reftore, 
Clafpt  to  my  glowing  bread,  thou  may'ft  revive ; 

1  '11  breathe  fuch  tender  fighs  Ihali  make  thee  live. 
Or,  if  feverer  fates  that  aid  deny. 

If  thou  canft  not  revive,  yet  I  may  die. 
In  one  cold  grave  to^^ether  may  be  laid 
The  trueft  lover  and  the  lovelieft  maid. 
Then  ihall  I  ceafe  to  grieve,  and  net  before ; 
Then  Ihall  I  ceafe  fair  Delia  to  deplore. 

But  fee,  thofe  dreadful  objecls  difappear  ! 
']  he  fun  Ihines  out,  and  all  the  heavens  are  clear  : 
The  warring  winds  are  hulh'd,  the  fea  ferene  ; 
And  nature,  foften'd,  fhifts  her  angry  fcene. 
What  means  this  fudden  change  ?  methinks  I  hear 
Melodious  mufic  from  the  heavenly  fphere ! 
Liften,  yc  fhepher.d3,  and  devour  the  found  ! 
Liiten  ;  the  faint,  the  lovely  faint,  is  cro'^vn'J  ! 

C  c  3  While 
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While  we,  miftaken  in  our  joy  and  grief. 
Bewail  her  fate,  who  wants  not  our  relief: 
Frcm  the  pleas'd  orbs  fhe  views  us  here  below. 
And  with  kind  pity  wonders  at  our  woe. 

Ah,  charming  faint !  fince  thou  art  blefs'd  above. 
Indulge  thy  lovers,  and  forgive  their  love. 
Forgive  their  tears,  who  prefs'd  with  grief  and  care. 
Feel  not  thy  joys,  but  feel  their  own  defpair. 

HORACE,      ODE    III.      BOOK    III. 

IMITATED,       1705. 
I. 

TH  E  man  that  's  refolute  and  juft. 
Firm  to  his  principles  and  truft ; 
Nor  hopes  nor  fears  can  blind ; 
No  pafTions  his  defigns  control. 
Not  Love,  that  tyrant  of  the  foul. 
Can  fhake  his  fteady  mind. 
II. 
Not  parties  for  revenge  engag'd. 
Nor  threatenings  of  a  court  enrag'd. 

Nor  ftorms  where  fleets  defpair  ; 
Not  thunder  pointed  at  his  head  ; 
The  (hatter'd  world  may  ftrike  him  dead. 
Not  touch  his  foul  with  fear. 
III. 
From  this  the  Grecian  glory  rofe. 
By  this  the  Romans  aw'd  their  foes : 
Of  this  their  poets  {mg, 

Thefe 
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Thefe  were  the  paths  their  heroes  trod, 
Thefe  acls  made  Hercules  a  god  i 

And  great  NafTau  a  king, 
IV, 
Firm  on  the  rolling  deck  he  (lood, 
Unmov'd,  beheld  the  breaking  flood. 

With  blackening  florms  combin'd. 
•*  Virtue,  he  cry'd,  will  force  its  way  j 
**  The  wind  may  for  a  while  delay, 

•*  Not  alter  our  defign, 

V. 
"  The  men  whom  felfifh  hopes  inflame, 
"  Or  vanity  allures  to  fame, 

**  May  be  to  fears  bet  ray 'd  : 
**  But  here  a  church  for  fuccour  flies, 
•*  Infulted  law  expiring  lies, 

**  And  loudly  calls  for  aid, 
VI. 
'*  Yes,  Britons,  yes,  with  ardent  zeal, 
**  I  come,  the  wounded  heart  to  heal, 

**  The  wounding  hand  to  bind  : 
*«  See  tools  of  arbitrary  fway, 
**  And  priefts,  like  locufts,  fcout  away 

**  Before  the  weftern  wind. 

VII. 
«*  Law  fliall  again  her  force  refume ; 
«*  Religion,  clear'd  from  clouds  of  Rome, 

"  With  brighter  rays  advance. 
«*  The  Britifli  fleet  Ihall  rule  the  deep, 
«*  The  Britifli  youth,  as  rous'd  from  fleep, 
**  Strike  terror  into  France, 

C  c  +  VIII. 
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VIII. 

"  Nor  {hall  thefe  promifes  of  fate 
•«  Be  limited  to  my  Ihort  date ; 

**  When  I  from  cares  withdraw, 
•*  Still  Ihall  the  Britiih  fceptre  Hand, 
**  Still  flourifh  in  a  female  hand, 

**  And  to  a:ankind  give  law. 
It. 
*^  She  fhall  domellic  foes  unite, 
**  Monarchs  beneath  her  flags  Ihall  fight^^ 

*'  Whole  arm.ies  drag  her  chain  : 
"  She  fnail  loft  Italy  reftore, 
«*  Shall  make  th'  imperial  eagle  foar, 

**  And  give  a  king  to  Spain. 
X. 
"  But  know,  thefe  promifes  are  given, 
"  Thefe  great  rewards  impartial  heaven 

**  Does  on  thefe  terms  decree ; 
**  That,  ftridly  punifhing  mens  faults, 
**  You  let  their  confciences  and  thoughts 

*«  Reft  aofolutely  free. 

XI. 
**  Let  no  falfe  politics  confine, 
•'  In  narrow  bounds,  your  vail  defign 

*«  To  make  mankind  unite ; 
•*  Nor  think  it  a  fufficient  caufe 
*«  To  punilh  man  by  penal  laws,  ' 

"  For  not  believing  right. 
XII. 
*'  Pvcme,  whofe  blind  zeal  deilroys  mankind; 
**  Rome's  fons  Ihall  your  companion  find, 

**  Who  ne'er  compaiTioa  knev/,  ♦*  By 
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*'  By  nobler  a<5lions  theirs  condemn  : 
**  For  what  has  been  reproach 'd  in  them, 

**  Can  ne'er  be  prais'd  in  you/* 
XIII. 
Thefe  fubjefts  fuit  not  with  the  lyre ; 
Mufe !  to  what  height  doll  thou  afpire. 

Pretending  to  rehearfe 
The  thoughts  of  gods,  and  god-like  kings  ? 
Ceafe,  ceafe  to  leffen  lofty  things 

By  mean  ignoble  verfe* 
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AN  IMITATION  OF  THE  FOURTH  ECLOGUE 
OF    VIRGIL: 

SUPPOSED    TO    HAVE    BEEN    TAKEN    FROM    A 
SIBYLLINE     PROPHECY. 


Paulo  majora  canamus." 


SICILIAN  Mufe,  begin  a  loftier  flight; 
Not  all  in  trees  and  lowly  fhrubs  delight ; 
Or  if  your  rural  fhades  you  ftill  purfue. 
Make  your  Ihades  fit  for  able  flatefmens  view. 

The  time  is  come,  by  ancient  Bards  foretold, 
Reftoring  the  Saturnian  age  of  gold  ; 
The  vile,  degenerate,  whiggifh  offspring  ends, 
A  high-church  progeny  from  heaven  defcends. 

O  learned 
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O  learned  Oxford,  fpare  no  facred  pains 
To  nurfe  the  glorious  breed,  now  thy  own  Bromle} 
reigns. 

And  thou  great  Scarfdale,  darling  of  this  land, 
Doft  foremofl  in  that  fam'd  commiffion  ftand ; 
Whofe  deep  remarks  the  liftening  world  admires. 
By  whofe  aufpicious  care  old  Ranelagh  expires. 
Your  mighty  genius  no  ftrift  rules  can  bind  ; 
You  punifh  men  for  crimes,  which  you  want  time  to  find. 

Senates  fhall  now  like  holy  fynods  be. 
And  holy  fynods  fenate-like  agree. 
Monmouth  and  Moftyn  here  inftrud  the  youth. 
There  Bincks  and  Kimberley  maintain  the  facred  truth, 
Powis  and  Hamlin  here,  with  equal  claim. 
Through  wide  Weft-Saxon  realms  extend  their  fame; 
There  Birch  and  Hooper  right  divine  convey. 
Nor  treat  their  bifhops  in  a  human  way. 

Now  all  our  fadions,  all  our  fears  (hall  ceafe. 
And  Tories  rule  the  promis'd  land  in  peace. 
Malice  fhall  die,  and  noxious  poifons  fail, 
Harley  fhall  ceafe  to  trick,  and  Seymour  ceafe  to  rail : 
The  lambs  fhall  with  the  lions  walk  unhurt. 
And  Halifax  and  Howe  meet  civilly  at  court. 
Viceroys,  like  Providence,  with  diftant  care. 
Shall  govern  kingdoms  where  they  ne'er  appear ; 
Pacific  admirals,  to  fave  the  fleet. 
Shall  fly  from  conqueft,  and  fhall  conqueft  meet ; 
Commanders  fliall  be  prais'd  at  William's  coft. 
And  honour  be  retriev'd  before  'tis  lofl. 

Brereton 
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Brereton  and  Burnaby  the  court  fhall  grace. 
And  Howe  lliall  not  difdain  to  ftiare  a  place. 
Forgotten  Molyneux  and  Mafon  now 
Revive  and  fhine  again  in  Fox  and  Howe. 

But  as  they  ftronger  grow  and  mend  their  ftrain. 
By  choice  examples  of  King  Charles's  reign ; 
Bold  Bellafis  and  patriot  D'Avenant  then. 
One  fliall  employ  the  fword,  and  one  the  pen  : 
Troops  fhall  be  led  to  plunder,  not  to  fight,  "j 

'J'he  tool  of  faftion  fhall  to  peace  invite,  I 

And  foes  to  union  be  employ 'd  the  kingdoms  to  unite.  J 

Yet  flill  fome  Whigs  among  the  peers  are  found. 
Like  brambles  flourifhing  in  barren  ground, 
Somcrs  malicioufly  employs  his  care 
To  make  the  lords  the  legiflature  fhare. 
Burnet  declares  how  French  dragooning  rofe. 
And  bifhops  perfecuting  bills  oppofe  : 
Till  Rocheller's  *  cool  temper  fhall  be  fir'd. 
And  North's  and  Nottingham's  flrono-  reafonino-s  be 
admir'd. 

But  when  due  time  their  counfels  fhall  mature. 
And  frefh  removes  have  made  the  game  fccure  j 
When  Somerfet  and  Devonfnire  give  place 
To  Wyndham's  Bradford,  and  to  Richmond's  grace, 
Both  converts  great ;  when  juftice  is  refin'd. 
And  corporations  garbled  to  their  mind  ; 
Then  pafTive  dodrines  fhall  with  glory  rife. 
Before  them  hated  moderation  flies. 
And  anti-chriftian  toleration  dies. 


I 


Billiop  Sprat. 

Granvilk 
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Granville  fhall  feize  the  long-expecled  chair, 

Godolphin  to  fome  country  feat  repair ; 

Pembroke  from  all  employments  be  debarr'd. 

And  Marlborough,  for  ancient  crimes,  receive  his  juft 

reward. 
France,    that  this  happy  change  fo  wifely  has  begun. 
Shall  blefs  the  great  defign,  and  bid  it  fmoothly  run. 
Come  on,    young  James's  friends,    this  is  the  time,. 

come  on ; 
Receive  juft  honours,  and  furround  the  throne. 
Boldly  your  loyal  principles  maintain. 
Hedges  now  rules  the  ftate,  and  Rooke  the  main. 
Grimes  is  at  hand  the  members  to  reward. 
And  troops  are  trufted  to  your  own  Gerhard. 
The  faithful  club  alTembles  at  the  Vine, 
And  French  intrigues  are  broach'd  o'er  Englifli  wine. 
Freely  the  fenate  the  delign  proclaims. 
Affronting  William,  and  applauding  James. 
Good  ancient  members,  with  a  folemn  face, 
Propofe  that  fafety  give  to  order  place  ; 
And  what  they  dare  not  openly  dilTuade, 
Is  by  expedients  ineffedlual  made, 
Ev'n  Finch  and  Malgrave,  whom  the  court  carefs. 
Exalt  its  praifes,  but  its  power  deprefs  ; 
And,  that  impartial  juftice  may  be  feen. 
Confirm  to  friends  what  they  refus'd  the  Queen, 
Bifhops  who  moft  advanc'd  good  James's  caufe 
la  church  and  ftate,  now  r^ap  deferv'd  applaufe  : 
While  thofe  who  rather  made  the  Tower  their  choice. 
Are  uvl'd  unchriilian  by  the  nation's  voice. 

Avov.'dly 
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Avow'dly  now  St.  David's  caufe  they  own. 

And  James's  votes  for  fimony  atone. 

Archbifhop  Kenn  (hall  from  Long-Leat  be  drav/n, 

While  firm  Nonjurors  from  behind  Hand  crouding  for 

the  lawn. 
And  thou,  great  Weymouth,  to  reward  thy  charge, 
Shalt  fail  to  Lambeth  in  his  Grace's  barge. 

See  by  bafe  rebels  James  the  Juft  betray 'd. 
See  his  three  realms  by  vile  ufurpers  fvvay'd; 
Then  fee  with  joy  his  lawful  heir  reftor'd. 
And  erring  nations  own  their  injur'd  lord. 

O  would  kind  heaven  fo  long  niy  life  maintain, 
Infpiring  raptures  worthy  fuch  a  reign  ! 
Not  Thracian  Saint  John  fliould  with  me  contend. 
Nor  my  fweet  lays  harmonious  Hammond's  mend  : 
.  Not  thoughyoungDAvenant,  Saint  John  fliouldproteft. 
Or  the  (hrewd  Dodor,  Hammond's  lines  corred. 
Nay,    (hould  Tredenhara  in  St,  Mawes  compare  his 

fongs  to  mine, 
Tredenham,  though  St,  Mawes  were  judge,  his  laurel 
fhould  refign. 
Prepare,  aufpicious  youth,  thy  friends  to  meetj 
Sir  George  *  already  has  prepar'd  the  fleet. 
Should  rival  Neptune  (who  with  envious  mind 
In  times  of  danger  flill  this  chief  confin'd) 
Now  fend  the  gout,  the  hero  to  difgrace, 
Honeil  George  Churchill  may  fupply  his  place. 

*  Rooke. 
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